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Old. King Brady lay pale and limp on the couch under the five jars. Harry was so infuriated 
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The Bradys and the Five Jars 


OR, DEAD FOR TWELVE HOURS 


By A NEW YORK DETECTIVE 


PRELUDE. 


It is not often that the Bradys, those world- 
famous detectives, whose headquarters are on 
Union Square, New York, have a case which 
concerns principally themselves. Such, however, 
is the case which we are now about to relate, 
if case it can be called. The details of this case 
have little to do with our story, but in order that 
the story may be fully understood, it seems best 
to describe them in a few preliminary words. 
In that case the active figure was a young man 
who bore the rather discouraging name of 
Reginald Love. Young Love, although only nine- 
teen years old, in some mysterious way attained 
to a position of the highest confidence and trust 
with the noted diamond importing house of 
Rosenberg & Ickelstein, of Maiden Lane, New 
York. And this confidence was most miserably 
betrayed, for one day Love was missing, and 
with him had vanished diamonds to the value 
of over $100,000. Various detectives were em- 
ployed on the case, but without success, until at 
last it fell into the hands of the Brady Detective 
Bureau. These skillful sleuths soon proved to 
their satisfaction that young Love had gone di- 
rectly to-Rio Janeiro. and Old King Brady fol- 
lowed him there. > 

But it was only to learn that the young crim- 
inal had gone on to Valparaiso. Thence Old King 
Brady continued his chase, missed his man, and 
learned that he had gone up to Lima, Peru. 
Old King Brady continued on to Lima, but was 
again unsuccessful. With a complete failure on 
his hands, the old detective now returned to New 
York to face two very angry men in the partners 
in the jewelry firm. Old King Brady’s expense 
account was enormous, but although fiercely dis- 
puted, it was at length, upon a threat of suit, 
paid in full. This ended the connections between 
the Brady Detective Bureau and the firm of 
Rosenberg & Ickelstein. But if the diamond firm 
felt dissatisfied, Old King Brady was still more 
so. Thus when, some weeks after the settle- 
ment aforesaid, Old King Brady received private 
information from a correspondent in Mazatlan, 
Mexico, that Reginald Love was living a high- 
rolling life in that remote city, he concluded to 

et busy on his own account. He accordingly 
Gispatched his two partners, Young King Brady 
and Miss Alice Montgomery, to Mazatlan, via 
Panama, to arrest the young thief and take him 
to San Francisco, at which city he arranged to 
meet them, providing success came their way. 


And it did. The detectives accomplished their 
mission with but little difficulty. 

Not only did they capture their man, but they 
also succeeded in, recovering a very considerable 
portion of the diamonds. -Old King Brady was 
promptly wired, and Harry and Alice, as the 
old detective calls his partners, started north 
with their prisoner on the Pacific mail steamer 
Colima. And as this brings us to the beginning 
of our story, we shall now proceed. 


CHAPTER I.—Two Mysteries on the Colima. 


Upon a certain lovely spring morning in early 
February as the steamer Colima came in through 
the far-famed Golden Gate, a young man and a 
young woman were pacing the deck. 

“Really, Alice,” the young man remarked, 
“people can rave about the bay of Venice and 
the harbor of Rio Janeiro, but neither one ot 
them can hold a candle to this for downright 
beauty.” 

“In some respects, Harry, I think you are 
right, and that San Francisco harbor deserve, 
the palm,” was the reply. “I have sailed in 
through the Golden Gate many times. Usually 
it is so foggy that you can’t see anything.” 

That this pair was Young King Brady and 
Alice Montgomery we need scarcely say. For 
some minutes they passed up and down in silence 

“Shall we try to get our prisoner on deck?” 
ns Alice at length. “It may brave him up a 

it. 

“Well, Pll go down and see his nibs, and have 
a heart-to-heart talk with him. He has to pull 
himself together now. I don’t care to land him 
via the patrol wagon.” 

“We can only hope that Old King Brady will 
meet us at the dock.” 

Harry now went to a deck stateroom on the 
port side of the steamer. This room he had 
shared with Reginald Love all the way up from 
Mazatlan. For the first few days Love did 
nothing but cry and bemoan his fate. Harry 
was rather inclined tc fear suicide at the out- 
set, but the more he saw of the fellow the more 
firmly convinced he became that he was too big 
a coward to attempt such a thing. During the 
last two days of the veyage young Love claimed 
to be very sick and kept to his berth. When 
absent from his stateroom Harry. kept the doer 
locked, and he now proceeded to ope: it winn 
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his key. Lying in the upper berth was Reginald 
Love. He was a small man, with light blue eyes, 
tow-colored hair, and a face which had about it 
a certain girlish beauty. 

“Well, how are you feeling now?” demanded 
Young King Brady, throwing as much civility 
in his tone as he was able to do. 

“Very sick and very weak,” was the reply. 
“You may say what you like, but I am cer- 
tainly going to die. You may land me in San 
Francisco alive, but it will be a corpse you will 
take back.to New York.” SES 

Young King Brady, to tell the truth, did not 
know just what to do. As he expressed it his 
man had lain down on him, and he was unable 
to determine whether it had been done with good 
reason or from some deep motive. 

“Are you in pain now?” he asked. : 

“Not much pain, but I am weak—terribly 
weak.” : : 

“See here, Love. I believe you are playing it 
on me,” replied Harry. “If you don’t pull your- 
self together and dress, I shall have to take 
means to make you—see.” 

And with this Young King Brady left the 
stateroom and locked the door. 

“Well, and how did you find him?” demanded 
Alice when Harry joined her on deck. 

“Just the same,” was the reply. “I can’t do 
a thing with him.” 

“And what do you propose to do?” : 

“Oh, I suppose we shall have to land him in 
the criminal ward of some hospital if he refuses 
to brace up.” : 

They remained at the rail watching their ap- 
proach to the city which, indeed, is a sight which 
no one would willingly miss. At last when they 
were about off the foot of Clay street, and the 
big dock of the Pacific Mail Co. at the foot of 
Brannan street were but a short distance away, 
Alice declared her intentions of going to her 
stateroom to get ready for the landing. Harry 
would have followed her example, but just then 
one of the passengers with whom.he had become 
acquainted came and spoke to him, and he de- 
layed for a few minutes. Starting then for the 
portside staterooms, who should he run into but 
Alice, who came hurrying towards him. Her 
face was white and scared. Alice put her finger 
to her lips and came up close. 

“Harry,” she whispered, “I have bad news to 
tell you. My trunk has been forced open and 
the diamonds are gone.” 

“Well! This is certainly a calamity!” : 

“Isnt it? What will Old King Brady say? 
He has met with so many disappointments in 
this case, too.” 

“But who could have done it?” 

“Don’t ask me, Harrv.” 

“By jove! I think I had better look to my 
prisoner! He may be responsible for this.” 

He hurried to his stateroom, Alice following. 
And when Harry unlocked the door and looked 
in another revelation followed. Reginald Love 
was gone! 


CHAPTER II.—What Is the Matter With Old 
King Brady? 


Young King Brady and Alice looked at each 
other blankly. 


“To think that we should have allowed that 
little grasshopper to get the best of us!” ex- 
claimed Alice. : 

The captain of the Colima was at once noti- 
fied. As this officer knew all about Young King 
Brady and his mission it need scarcely be said 
that he lost no time in acting. The steamer 
soon stopped opposite the Brannan street docks. 
But before proceeding to make his landing, Cap- 
tain Townley caused a thorough search of the 
steamer to be made. The result was only too un- 
satisfactory. For now it developed that Gus 
Philips, the pursuer, was also missing. His 
safe was locked, and it was discovered that the 
combination, which Captain Townley was sup- 
posed to know, had been changed. Privately, 
Captain Townley told Young King Brady that 
he had long suspected the purser of being a 
dangerous man for the job, and had tried in 
vain to secure his removal. 

“It was no use,” he went on to add. “Gus had 
a pull with the company, and I have no doubt 
he has cleaned out the safe.” 

“Much in it?” asked Harry. 

“A great deal, I am afraid; but I must not 
commit myself. Of course I only speak so far 
as the company’s property is concerned. What 
do you suppose was the value of those dia- 
monds?” 

Harry felt sure that it was at least $75,000. 
He suspected that it might be more. Harry 
although he did not say so, was quite ready to 
believe that Love, during his wanderings, might 
have fallen in with the purser at Panama, and 


had found means to communicate with him after-—— 


his arrest at Mazatlan. And now the Colima 
made her landing. There was the usual crowd 
of people at the pier to welcome friends, and 
soon. As it had been especially understood that 
Old King Brady was.to be on hand, Harry and 
Alice confidently expected to see their chief. 
Nor would it have been difficult to pick him out 
in the crowd. ‘For Old King Brady, when not 
in disguise, invariably affects a peculiar style 
of dress. A large blue coat with brass buttons, 
an old-fashioned stock and stand-up collar, and 
a big white felt hat with an extraordinary broad 
brim. But the old white hat was not in evidence. 

“What can have happened to him?” Alice said 
again and again. s 

But Harry was too busy to dwell much upon 
the matter then. It was barely possible that the 
purser and Reginald Love would make an effort 
to land in disguise. So Captain Townley stood 
at the head of the gangplank on one side, and 
Young King Brady on the other, watching every- 
one who left the steamer, and there was a simi- 
lar watch made by the first officer and another 
at the steerage end. But it all went for nothing. 
No one in the least resembling the purser or 
a man disguised was seen. In the meanwhile 
the greatest excitement had prevailed among 
those cabin passengers who had deposited valu- 
ables with the purser. The steward, who was 
detailed to the purser’s office, had his hands full. 
All he could tell the angry passengers was that 
Gus Philips was missing, and that until the safe 
was opened nothing could be done. At last it 
was all over, and Old King Brady, having failed 
to put in an appearance, nothing remained for 
Harry but to call a cab and take Alice to the. 
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hotel.. They went to the hotel, old Lick House, 
on Montgomery street, where previous to the 
fire Old King Brady was always in the habit of 
staying. The clerk, who knew them well, greeted 
them cordially, and in answer to Harry’s ques- 
tion said: 

“Yes;-Mr. Brady is here. He turned up two 
days ago—and your rooms are all ready.” 

“But he was to have met us at the steamer,” 
said Harry. “Miss Montgomery and I are just 
up from Mexico. I can’t understand why he fail- 
ed, since the matter was of the highest im- 
portance.” 

“Ye told me that he was expecting you,” replied 
the clerk. “I see his key is in the box, so he 
must he out. I haven’t seen him this morning.” 

“Tt begins to look worse and worse,” remarked 
Alice when they found themselves in the ele- 
vator. 

“Oh, we won’t worry about it yet,” replied 
Harry. “It is certainly strange, but there may 
be a good reason for it. Very likely we shall find 
a letter in the room.” 

But they did not. Old King Brady’s much- 
battered grip, which is all the baggage he would 
burden himself with if he was starting for the 
North Pole, was the only thing to indicate that 
he had been there. Harry now began to be really 
alarmed. 

“We must ascertain when he went,out,” he 
said, and leaving Alice he hurried downstairs, 
and having sufficiently impressed the clerk with 
his fears, that individual was induced to go to 
the night clerk for information, even at the risk 
of disturbing his peaceful slumbers. The report 
only increased Harry’s anxiety. Old King Brady 
it appeared, had turned in his key about eight 
o’clock the previous evening. Having com- 
municated this to Alice, Harry left her to at- 
tend to some necessary matters of her own while 
he sought the chief of police, a man who held 
Old King Brady in very high regard. 

“He looked in here yesterday,” said the chief, 
“but it was just to pass the time of day. He 
told me that he had no case on hand, that he 
had come across from New York simply to meet 
you and Miss Montgomery, who were bringing 
a prisoner up from Mazatlan.” 

“That’s right,” replied Harry, “and incident- 
ally, I may as well confess to you, that we have 
lost our man and a big lot of diamonds with 
him.” 

The chief was now anxious to know what he 
could do. But Harry declined active help. 

“We don’t want this business to get out,” he 
said. “If you can instruct your detectives to 
keep an eye open for Old King Brady on the 
quiet, that is all the help you can give me at 
this stage of the game.” 

For Harry knew Old King Brady’s ways too 
well. If there is_one thing above another to 
which the old detective objects it is to have the 
police called in to look for him. Feeling that 
he could do nothing without breaking Old King 
Brady’s express orders, Harty determined to 
put in the day in trying to rectify his own 
plunder, and `rest in the hope that-before night 
Old King Brady might turn up. In the con- 
fusion he had not inquired particularly of Cap- 
tain Townley as to the purser’s habits, and he 
determined, if possible, to do so now. He ac- 


cordingly went to the nearest public telephone, 
and calling up the Pacific Mail Steamship docks, 
inquired if Captain Townley was on board the 
Colima. He was told to wait, and in due time 
the answer came that the captain was ashore, 
and that he had left word that he would be at 
the Maritime Exchange at eleven o’clock. Harry 
hurried to the exchange, for it was then half- 
past ten. Captain Townley had not shown up. 
Harry waited outside, and sure enough at a 
little after eleven his man came along. 

“T want to talk to you a few minutes, cap- 
tain,” said Young King Brady. “If you are 
due inside I can wait.” 

“I want my mail,” was the reply. “There may 
be one or two persons waiting there to see me, 
I can’t tell. Anything new?” 

“No; nothing new. Only more of the old.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You know Old King Brady failed to meet us.” 

“So you said. Anything happened?” , 

“He seems to have mysteriously disappeared. 
That is why I said there was more of the old.” 

“Why, look here,” he said as soon as they were 
seated in a cafe, “the passengers are already fil- 
ing claims. One fellow, that Dutch doctor, you 
remember, what was his name again?” 

“You mean Dr. Fugleman, who boarded the 
Colima at Mazatlan?” 

“Yes. He claims to have deposited $50,000 
in Bank of England notes with Gus, and he holds 
his receipt for them. It is a bad job. Then 
there is a whole lot more.” 

“Now, look here,” replied Harry, “that only 
confirms me in the idea I have come to.” 

“What’s that?” 

“That this is a much more carefully laid plot 
than appears on the surface. Dr. Fugleman was 
staying at the same hotel. at Mazatlan where Love 
was when I arrested him. He and Love may 
have been acquainted; he may have known Gus 
Philips.” 

“Possibly, possibly! What is it you want?” 

“Where does Philips belong?” 

“Here is San Francisco.” 

“Who are his people?” ; 

“I don’t know. He told me once that his father 
and mother were both dead.” 

“What is his address here in town?” 

“Well, he had a way of going first to one 
hotel and then to another. He stopped at the 
Occidental frequently; oftener he stayed around 
the steamer.” : 

“Do you know much about his habits?” 

“He was a pretty gay boy. That’s all I can 
tell you, Brady. You see, I cordially detested the 
man, as I told you. I really know very little 
about him.” 

What the man knew about Purser Gus Philips 
amounted to just nothing at all. 


% 
CHAPTER III.—“Five Jars.” 


Harry had other plans in view when he finally 
quit the captain of the Colima. But before 
starting in to execute them he concluded to re- 
turn to the Lick House to see if anything had 
been heard of Old King Brady. And it was just 
as well that he did so, for when he reached the 
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hotel he found that Alice had news of the miss- 
ing detective. It had reached her in the form 
of a telegram received shortly after Harry left. 


“Learning that Colima is disabled and will land 
her passengers at San Diego, am on my way 
there. Left note for you with eer le 


B.” 


“Confound it!” exclaimed Harry. “What's the 
matter with me, anyway? Why didn’t I think 
of Nassaway?” i 

Now Mr. Nassaway was, at the time of which 
we write, U. S. Secret Service Commissioner at 
San Francisco. 

“I must chase right around to Nassaway’s, 
exclaimed Young King Brady. 

“No need,” replied Alice, quietly. 
ready been there and got the note.” 

“Oh, you have. Why didn’t you say so! Let’s 

- have it.” 3 

Alice passed the letter over. 

lows: 


» 


“I have al- 


It read as fol- 


“Dear Harry and Alice.—I have just received 
your despatch by wireless to San Diego, for- 
warded from that place. Sorry to hear of the 
accident. Am starting for S. D. by first train. 

“Yours, a ae A: Pad 

“Well!” exclaimed Harry. “Here’s a pretty 
plot!” 

“Isn’t it?” replied Alice. “Can anyone doubt 
that the purser and Love stood in together now?” 

“No one, I should say. That wireless man on 
the steamer ought to be at once arrested.” 

“Chances are it will do no good. We shall 
only find that the purser ordered him to send 
the despatch.” 

“Yes, but we want the purser, and this man 
may know where he is.” 

“That’s so, too.” 

“We must act. 
the train at Los Angeles. 
it may reach him.” 

“I have already done it.” 

“Good for you. Why, you think of everything.” 

“I thought of that at all events. What have 
you accomplished?” 

“We want to get on the trail of Gus Philips.” 

“Clearly that should be our first move.” 

“Remember Coffee Mike?” : 

“That fellow down on Drumm street, where 
the boatmen hang out?” 

OY es? 

“It occurred to me that he might be able to 
find out for us who landed Philips and Love.” 

“Possibly, but I don’t know what good that 
would do. All he could tell us would be that he 
did land them.” 

“Well, that’s so, too.” 

“Better try and look up Philips’s associates 
here in the city.” . 

“The man has been in the habit of stopping at 
the Occidental.” 

“We will go there now.” 

Now, the old Occidental Hotel, for years con- 
sidered one of the finest in San Francisco, was 
located opposite the Lick House. As he was not 
partimularly asquainted there, Harry took the 
pre:ation to first get a letter to the manager 


T’ll telegraph the governor on 
It is rather late, but 
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from the manager of the Lick House. This se- 
cured him attention at once, but it wus scarceiy 
needed. s 

_ “Mr. Brady, I am right glad you have come 
just at this particular time,” said the manager. 
“We are in trouble here. about that man.” 

“So? Philips is here then?” 

“Yes, and in a very critical condition. You see 
he has been frequently in the habit of stopping 
with us, and, of course, we know him fairly 
well, although he is a mysterious sort of an in- 
dividual at all times; a man with whom no one 
can claim to be very well acquainted. We had 
not seen him for about two months, when about 
half an hour ago he walked in here very drunk, 
as we supposed. He could scarcely keep his legs, 
and was practically speechless. We had him put 
to bed, and expected he would go off to sleep, 
but instead of that he remained tossing and mut- 


tering. I was called, and found the man in a 
raging fever. I had just left him as I was called 
to see you.” 


“Have you sent for a doctor?” 

“Yes, just telephoned.” 

Young King Brady went on to explain enough 
of the situation to make the manager understand 
his anxiety. 

“Looks to me as if Philips must have got up 


against a bad bunch,” said the manager. “Will 
you come and see him?” 

3 “Yes, certainly. Alice, you better remain 
ere.’ 


Alice nodded. Harry was then conducted to a 
room on the second floor. Here he found the 
purser tossing about on the bed in charge of a 
colored man. His face’ was deathly white, and 
was covered with dirt. His eyes were fixed and 
staring. Harry took his hand and found it burn- 
ing hot. If he recognized Young King Brady he 
betrayed it by no sign. Harry looked him over 
for a few minutes, and then drew the manager 
aside. 

“T hope you went through his clothes,” he said. 
“This man has stolen diamonds and money to a 
large amount.” 

“You are afraid of Sam, I see.” 

“Meaning his colored man?” 

“Yes. He is absolutely reliable, but I will re- 
lieve your mind on that score by telling you" 
that I went through his pockets when we un- 
dressed him. They were absolutely empty. I 
judged that someone had been through him þe- 
fore. There was not so much as.a handkerchief 
found.” 

“You will excuse me if I go through the clothes 
again.” 

“Certainly. Do it if you wish.” 

Harry knew by the weight the instant he 
lifted the man’s trousers that there was gold 
concealed in them, and he wondered that -the 
manager could have been so blind. He took out 
his knife and ripped up the waistband, taking 
out a hundred and odd $20 gold pieces, which 
made both the manager and the darky open their 
eyes. Then he tackled the coat. Instantly he 
saw that the shoulder lining on both sides had 
been opened and sewed up again. Doing some 
further ripping, Harry took out of those shoulder 
linings over $60,000 in bills, mostly United States 
gold notes, although there were also some Eng- 
lish, French and German notes for large amounts. ` 
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“Well, pon my word!” exclaimed the manager. 
“Whoever went through Gus did not get all he 
had by a long chalk. You are certainly right, 
Brady. This man must be a thief!” 

“Yes, but I don’t find my diamonds,” replied 
Harry. . 

He turned to the bed and again took the 
purser’s hand. 

“This man has certainly been poisoned,” he 
said to himself. “‘I wonder if this can be Love’s 
work?” 

He could not bring himself to believe it: And 
aloud he added: 

“T believe he is dying. Just feel his pulse here. 
It is jumping about at a terrible rate.” 

The manager obeyed. 

“By jove! you are right!” he exclaimed. “I 
do wish the doctor would come.” 

He came even as the manager spoke. The doc- 
tor immediately started his examination. 

He has unquestionably been poisoned,” he de- 
clared, “but what with I could not undertake 
to say offhand.” 

- “You better pump him out,” suggested the 
manager. - : 

“Quite useless. The poison is all through his 
blood. I will give him a dose. It is all I can do.” 

And the doctor proceeded to mix up some- 
thing in a glass and force it down the purser’s 
throat. The tossing soon ceased. Then the 
fixed eyes began to roll about. 

“He is coming out of it,” said the manager. 

“Yes,” replied the doctor, “he is coming out of 
it, but it will not be in this world. The man is 
dying.” 

But at last there came a change upon his face. 
His eyes, which- had been closed for a few 
minutes, suddenly opened and fixed themselves 
upon Harry. 

“Brady,” he muttered, thickly. 


“Well, purser,” replied Harry. “You know 
me?” 
“Ves, Revenge!” 


“His mind wanders,” said the doctor; “is is no 
use.” . 

“No!” 

It was Gus Philips who spoke. 

“Try and tell me where the diamonds are!” 
cried Harry. “You are dying. They can do 
you no good now.” 

The answer came, but it conveyed no mean- 
ing. 

“Five Jars!” 

Such were the words, and they were the’ last 
Gus Philips ever uttered, for immediately after 
that he sank away into unconsciousness, and soon 
the doctor pronounced him dead. Harry had 
found his man, but it was only to get from him 
those enigmatical words: 

“Five Jars!” : 

After these words were spoken Gus Philips 
passed on to that undiscovered country from 
which no traveler returns. : 


CHAPTER IV.—Can This Man Raise the Dead? 


During the next twenty-four hours Harry and 
Alice were not able to do anything further in 
the matter of the missing diamonds: Meanwhile 
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Old King Brady returned. The oid detective got 
as far as Los Angeles when Alice’s telegram call- 
ing him back was received. Old King Brady 
was inclined to blame himself for having acted 
so hastily. 

“If they are lost it can’t be helped,” he said. 
“Fortunately Rosenbery & Ickelstein know noth- 
ing of this matter. If we don’t succeed in re- 
covering the diamonds we simply keep mum.” 

Of course all that Harry had to tell about the 
purser’s death was of the highest interest to the 
old detective. The money found by Harry was 
turned over to the Pacific Mail Co. The largest 
loss claimed by a passenger was that of the old 
German doctor, Fugleman, who held Philips’ 
receipt for $50,000 in Bank of England notes. 
So stood matters on the morning of the third 
day. The Bradys, having exhausted every effort 
to trace up the movements of the dead purser, 
were feeling pretty well discouraged, when a 
call came from the chief of police over the 
telephone. Old King Brady answered. 

“I don’t know that there is anything in it, 
Brady,” said the chief, “but there has been a 
queer case reported over on Mission street. A 
young man came into the Eureka House last 
night in much the same condition as Gus Philips, 
the purser. He might be your man, Love, from 
the description I have received. Better chase 
over there and see.” 

Old King Brady immediately communicated to 
Harry and Alice what he had heard. 

“We better take Dr. Whitemeyer with us,” said 
Harry, promptly. 

Now, Dr. Whitemeyer was the man who had 
conducted the postmortem upon Gus Philips, and 
who had identified the poison which killed him, 
and which we propose to call simply “the drug.” 
Dr. Whitemeyer was telephoned. The Bradys 
were fortunate enough to catch him in his ofñce, 
and he announced that he would start for the 
Eureka House in his automobile inside of ten 
minutes. Leaving Alice at the hotel, the Bradys 
started then. The Eureka House was one of the 
worst of its class. The Bradys at the office came 
up against a black-muzzled, beetle-browed for- 
eigner of some nondescript nation. 

“Yes, that fellow came here last night,” he 
said. “We thought he was just a common drunk, 
but this morning when we found how rich he 
was we notified the police.” 

“Has a doctor seen him?” asked Old King 
Brady. ` 

“Yes,” was the reply. “He just left. He says 
the man will die. He is too sick to take to the 
hospital.” 

“All right, lets see him,” said Old King 
Brady, and he and Harry were shown to a dirty 
little cupboard, where a young man lay stretched 
upon a cot. 

“Well?” demanded Old King Brady, turning 
to his partner. 

“He is the man,” replied Harry. 

“You know him?” demanded the lodging house 
man. “What’s his name?” 

“Leave him to us,” said Old King Brady. “Since 
you have not concerned yourself about him then 
make this matter no concern of yours.” 

Thus rebuked the man turned on his heel and 
walked away. 

“Listen!” Old King Brady called after him 
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“there will come a doctor here in a few minutes. 
When he shows up send him to us.” 

The Bradys then turned their attention to 
Reginald Love. His condition was much like that 
of the purser. Old King Brady, who himself is 
no mean doctor, hastily examimed the sufferer. 

“Why, he is almost gone now, Harry!” he ex- 
claimed. “He will hardly last until Dr. White- 
meyer gets here if the man don’t come pretty 
quick,” 

Just then Dr. Whitemeyer came hurrying up 
to them: 

“Well? 
manded. 

“This is the other one,” replied Old King 
Brady. “Whatever happened to Gus Philips has 
also happened to this man.” 

“And how is he?” 

“Doctor, he is dead, if I know anything. If 
you can bring him back to life you are certainly 
a wonderful man.” 

“Then there may yet be time to save him. 
Let me see.” 

Dr. Whitemeyer entered the room. He made a 
most thorough examination of the supposed 
corpse. 

“Yes, Mr. Brady,” he said, “you are certainly 
right. There is not another doctor in San Fran- 
cisco who would not pronounce this man dead.” 

“You are the only one who knows about this 
wonderful drug then?” 

“The only one here, as far as I am aware, who 
knows of its full effects; that it reduces the 
heart action to such a low ebb that the condition 
assumes every appearance of death.” 

“Would he respond to the mirror test?” 

“No; but we will try.” 

The clerk was summoned and a mirror brought. 
But Reginald Love did not respond to the mirror 
test. Dr. Whitemeyer now produced his medi- 
cine case and prepared his antidote. Baring the 
dead man’s arm, Dr. Whitemeyer proceeded to in- 
ject the stuff with a hypodermic syringe. Dr. 
Whitemeyer then pulled the sheet up over his 
patient and turned to the Bradys. : 

“With your permission, gentlemen, I will take 
this man to my house,” he said. 

“I haven’t the least objection,” replied Old 
King Brady. “Only don’t get yourself into 
trouble with the police.” 

“I leave that for you to arrange.” 

Old King Brady worked the telephone, pres- 
ently returning with word that it would be all 
right. Dr. Whitemeyer then telephoned for a 
private ambulance. 

“J shall have to provide a nurse,” he casually 
remarked. ~ 

“Let me provide that,” said Old King Brady. 
“Our Miss Montgomery is equal to any trained 
nurse.” 

The Bradys waited only to see Love safely in 
the ambulance, and then returned to the hotel 
to report to Alice what had occurred. 

“What do you think? Can he do it?” demanded 
Alice. 

Old King Brady shrugged his shoulders. 

“Don’t.ask me,” he said. “The man is dead if 
_I know a dead man when I see one, At the 
same time new things are constantly cropping 

ap in medical science. There may be something 
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in this Whitemeyer theory. 
and see.” 

Alice now prepared for her work, and Harry 
escorted her to Dr. Whitemeyer’s house on Tusk 
street. Here they found Reginald Love in bed 
in a little room, off the doctor’s office. 

“Any sign of life yet?” demanded Harry after 
Alice had been introduced. 

“I am obliged to admit that there is none,” 
replied the doctor. =~ 

“May I examine the patient?” asked Alice. “I 
have had considerable experience with “death.” 

“Certainly. Go ahead,” replied the doctor. 

Alice made her examination brief, and then 
turned away in silence. 

“You consider him dead?” demanded the doc- 
tor. à 

“I certainly do,” was the reply. “You can see 
for yourself that rigor mortis has set in.” 

“That’s nothing. Many people have been re- 
vived after the limbs stiffened.” 

“Well, I don’t pretend to dispute in a matter 
which I don’t understand.” 

“Wise woman. Would that there were more of 
your sex like you. You are ready to take hold?” 

“Right now. What are my duties to be?” 

“Simply to watch this supposed corpse.” 


We only can wait 


CHAPTER V.—Working Back on the Dead 
Man’s Trail. 


Harry soon left Alice, and meeting Old Kine 
Brady at Campi’s famous Kearney street restav- 
rant, they had dinner together. 

“And now to get busy,” said Old King Brady, 
after dinner as over. “Somebody must have seen 
that fellow staggering through the streets last 
night, and we want to connect with that person 
if we can.” 

“PII take the police end of the inquiry,” was 
the reply. “You disguise and get over to the 
Eureka House. Claim that you are looking for 
your brother. Describe Love. Show money. 
Offer pay for information. I believe you will 
get it. If that fellow in the office has told a 
straight story I shall be very much surprised.” 

Harry went at once to a Kearney street cos- 
tumer whom the Bradys were then accustomed 
to patronize and prepared for the part. He made 
himself up like a young working man, and hur- 
ried over to Mission street. The same clerk was 
on duty at the office. Harry put up the brother 
story. His description of Reginald Love was as 
accurate as he could make it. The clerk lis- 
tened in silence. 

“I am working for a cheap lodging house,” 
said Harry. “My brother gets on terrible tears 
every once in a while. He has often threatened 
to take poison and commit suicide, and that’s 
what I am afraid he may have done. Have you 
seen any such person here?” 

“Mebbe I have and mebbe I haven’t,” grunted 
the clerk. “I hain’t here for me health, dat’s one 
sure ting, nor to answer questions for nothing. 
Dat’s straight goods, too.” 

“Don’t want you to, of course,” replied Harry. 
“Tll go a five on any steer. Of course you can 
see for yourself that I’m no millionaire.” : 
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“Five goes; brace up against what I’m goin’ 
to tell yer.” : 

“What! What!” cried Harry, pretending tobe 
greatly excited. “Is my brother dead?” 

“He sure is. You have sure described a feller 
what died here dis morning.” 

“You don’t mean it! This is terrible. Was he 
drunk when he came in?” 

“Was he? Say, you just orter seen him. To 
say dat he was paralyzed don’t half describe it. 
He was de woist I ever see. Had to get a doctor 
along toward morning.” : 

“And what did the doctor say?” 

“Said he had sure taken dope with his booze. 
Den we notified de police, and dey sent two de- 
tectives here. Next de feller croaked while de 
detectives was a-lookin’ him over. Den what do 
you s’pose happened?” 

“What?” 

“Dere comes a blame fool doctor who claimed 
de feller wasn’t dead, and he sends for an am- 
bulance, an’ takes him away after squirting more 
dope into his arm.” 

“Where did they take him?” 

“Blamed if I know. It wasn’t none of my 
business, but I s’pose you can easy find out at de 
station.” 

“Tell me about his coming. 
name?” 

“He gave nothin’. He couldn’t walk nor speak. 
It took two fellers to lug him upstairs.” 

“Did they find him in the street?” 

“No, dey didn’t. But see here, I’m givin’ out 
a hull lot and getting nothing back. What’s yer 
name? Has yer mun got any color to it or not?” 

Harry handed him a five-dollar goldpiece. 

“Make it eight and I’ll tell you the rest,” was 
the clerk. 

Harry protested that he was only a poor work- 
ing man, but that did no good. The clerk stuck 
to his demand. Harry gave him the extra three, 
and got a prize in return. 

“It’s like dis,” said the clerk. “A cab fetched 
dat feller to dis house and de number was 849— 
see? Two of our reg’lar lodgers was on de side- 
walk, and dey got a quarter apiece for lugging 
him upstairs, and puttin‘ him to bed. De driver 
was goin’ to wait an’ blow dem, but when dey 
got back he was gone. I didn’t tell de detec- 
tives dat, dey was so blame stiff wit me—see? 
So if you wanter know where your brother came 
from all you’ve got to do is to hunt up 849.” 

Harry was profuse-in his thanks. Harry felt 
that he had pumped the clerk dry, so he pulled 
out. Hë now hurried to the city hall and applied 
to the license bureau for the name of the owner 
of cab 849. Harry had no difficulty in finding 
the man, who was on the stand with his cab. 
Here he displayed his shield and went at the 
business without gloves. 

“That drunken man you had last night is 
dead,” he said. “The chief of police wants to 
know all about this business. It will save you 
time and trouble if you teli it right out now.” 

Regan looked worried. 

“Well, there’s mighty little to tell,” he said, 
“but what dere is you get straight—see?” 

“Go ahead.” 

“Well, it was like dis. I was here on me stand, 
-and an old man what looked to me like a Ger- 


Did he give a 


man, came up wit dat young feller, who was cer- 


tainly de drunkest drunk what I ever see. ‘Say, 
driver,’ he says, ‘I picked dis boy up above here; 
he is certainly in a bad way,’ he says. ‘Vo you 
know de Eureka House on Mission street?’ 

“T told him I did, an’ he says, ‘I own dat house, 
an’ I know dey take in his kind dere. Here’s 
five dollars for yer; take de boy dere an’ see 
him put to bed,san’ you'll be doin’ an act of 
charity,’ he said. An’ so I done it, an dat’s all 
I know.” 

Harry was disappointed, of course. But no 
amount of questioning could shake the cabman’s 
story. What to do next he hardly knew, so he 
walked down Market street, and the first person 
he ran into was Old King Brady. 

“Well, and how have you made out?” demanded 
the old detective. 

Harry told him what he had done. 

“Fortunately your information is supplemented 
by mine,” said the old detective. “I have been 
with the chief of police. He was very obligins. 
and has been questioning many officers about 
Love. At last he struck one who had seen him 
walking, or rather being dragged along by a man 
who can be none other than your cabby’s elderly 
German.” 

“Good enough!” exclaimed Harry; “and where 
was this?” 

“On Leavenworth street, near Sutter. I have 
a very close description of the man, and I was 
going up in that neighborhood to continue my in- 
quiries.” : 

“Shall I go along?” 

“Yes; you may as well, but first let us call up 
Dr. Whitemeyer’s and see what Alice has to 
report.” 

They did so from the nearest telephone piy 
station. The doctor was out, but they got Alice 
on the wire.. She had no change to report. The 
Bradys now went up on Leavenworth street. On 
the corner of Sutter street was a drug store. 
This, of course, had been open the evening be- 
fore, and seemed as likely a place to inquire in 
as any. But the drug clerk had not seen Love 
in the hands of the German. They struck in at 
several places, and also inquired of the police- 
man on the boat, but the answers received were’ 
toe unsatisfactory to amount to anything. No 
one seemed to have seen Love in the hands of the 
German. 

At last Old King Brady declared that they 
would go up Pine street and see what they could 
make of a Dr. Muller, whose name had been 
given them. What they struck was different 
from what they expected. Instead of 2 dwelling 
house they found a little frame building, very 
shabby and the worse for wear. The upper 
story was only partly finished, and boards had 
been nailed over the windows. Across the front 
was a faded-out sign reading: 

“Muller’s Wizard Oil.” s 

Old King Brady ascended the steps and looked 
for a bell, when he found that the door was 
locked, but there was none. He pounded on the 
door, but there was no response. 

“Hold on, Governor,” said Harry. 
someone calling us.” 

Old King Brady faced about. Across the street 
was a frame house well lighted up. A balcony 
run along the front, and upon it, seated in a 
wheel chair, was an elderly man, bundled up in 
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shawls in spite of the fact that the night was 
decidedly warm, for the latter part of February 
is California’s spring, and corresponds with the 
latter part of May in the east. 

“Hey!” called the man, “there is no one there. 
It is of no use knocking on the door.” 

They crossed the street. 

“Come up here,” called the man in the wheel 
chair. “I’d come down to you if I could, but 
TP’m paralyzed—see?” 

The Bradys ascended to the balcony. 

“Looking for Dr. Muller?” demanded the man. 
“Because if you are, you won’t find him. He 
moved out this morning.” 

“Indeed,” said Old King Brady. “Well, to 
tell the truth, I don’t know whether Dr. Muller 
is the man we want. Could you describe him 
to us, sir?” 

“He’s a man about sixty-five or seventy. 
Rather short, spare, bald-headed, with thin gray 
hair hanging down rather long at the back. He 
is very German looking, and has qutie a promi- 
nent nose.” 

The description tallied perfectly with that re- 
ceived by Old King Brady from a policeman— 
and the one received by Harry from the cab 
driver. Old King Brady felt that they were 
surely on the trial of their man. : 


CHAPTER VI.—What About Dr. Fugelman? 


It seemed to Old King Brady that here was a 
case where frankness would pay best. He ac- 
cordingly exhibited his shield. 

“Hello! Detective, eh?” exclaimed the par- 
alytic. “Well, I’m not at all surprised.” 

“How is that? Is Dr. Muller a crook? We 
know nothing of the man.” š 

“Nor does anyone else around this neighbor- 
hood.” ree 3 

“I will come right to the point, sir. A young 
man died of an overdose of some drug last night 
in a cheap lodging house on Mission street. He 
was brought to the house in a cab by an elderly 
German whose description resembles that of Dr. 
Muller quite closely. That is why we are here.” 

“Exactly. I have no doubt you are on the 
right track, and when you come to me you cer- 
tainly have come to the right man.” 

“Good! Glad to hear you say so. What do 
you know?” 

“Why, it is like this. Besides being paralyzed, 
I am afflicted with asthma. I am all right when 
I sit in the open air, but I suffer horribly when 
shut up in a close room. Therefore I sit out- 
side here a good bit of the time. Last night, about 
eight o’clock, I saw Dr. Muller take just such a 
young man out of that place over there and 
bundle him into a cab.” 

“Could not see him distinctly?” 

“Well, not very, for it was after dark. He 
was a small man, perhaps twenty-one years old 
or so. He seemed to be very drunk. If I had 
been able I should have inquired into the busi- 
ness, you bet.” : 

“What time was this?” 

“About eight o’clock.” ? 

“What you tell us seems to fill the bill. I wish 


you would tell me more about Dr. Muller. Does 
he live there or is that only his factory?” 

30h, he hasn’t made that oil for several years. 
Sometimes he seems to be living in there all alone. 
Again you won’t see him for months together. 
The place is an eye-sore to the neighborhood. 
Several people have tried to buy the property, 
but he won’t sell.” 

“Do you imagine the man is a crook?” 

“Can’t tell you. Some people think so; others 
consider him only eccentric. If he had been in 
there you would have knocked on the door till 
the cows came home; he wouldn’t answer.” 

“But to come back to what. you said about his 
moving out this morning.” 

“Yes, that is-what he did. Bright and early 
this morning there came three carts, not vans, 
and the doctor was on hand to meet them. 
They took everything away.” 

“And what did his belongings consist of?” 

“Factory stuff. There was no furniture. 
Shafting, pulleys, a small stationary engine, a 
small tank, a lot of old bottles, all sorts of stuff 
like that.. After the carts had gone the doctor 
locked the door and went away.” 

And this was the sum of the information 
which Old King Brady obtained from the par- 
alyzed man. It puzzled them not a little. 

“We are certainly on the right trail, Harry,” 
Old King Brady remarked as they started down 
Pine street and were ascending the hill. 

“Suppose we go to the company’s office now?” 

“Very well.” 

“Or perhaps you would prefer to push this 
Dr. Muller matter further?” 

“No. I see little hope of -tracing those carts 
wither a long search. Let us go to the Pacific 

ail. 

And this the Bradys did. Here they found 
some trouble in obtaining an interview, but at 
length succeeded. 

“We know nothing of this Dr. Fugleman, and 
certainly shall contest the claim,” said Mr. 
Berard. “My idea is that he stood in with 
Philips. We have evidence to show that they 
were seen together at Mazatlan, and were very 
thick all the way up the coast.” 

“You misunderstand our motive,” said Old 
King Brady . “We have reason to believe that 
this Dr. Fugleman is posing under an assumed 
name. If we can identify him as a certain Dr. 
Muller, we may prove him to be a crook, which 
will greatly help your case, of course.” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Berard. “That is a horse 
of another color. Let me see, I have his ad- 
dress here, I suppose. I have given the case 
no thought.” 

The lawyer fumbled among his papers and 
finally produced the claim of Dr. Fugleman. 

“He gives his address in care of Thomas 
Crother, in the Baldwin Building,” he said. 

“And who is this Crother?” demanded Old 
King Brady. 

“His lawyer.” 

“Do you know him?” 

“No. Never heard of him, but wait a minute, 
Mr. Brady. I can easily find out.” 

“How?” 

“Over the telephone. We lawyers have a 
society here in San Francisco. We not only 
keep tabs on the members, bui also on all lawyers, 
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especially young ones who are not members. It 
won’t take a minute.” 

Mr. Berard proceeded to call up a certain 
number on the telephone. What the Bradys 
heard of the conversation did not convey much 
intelligence, but when Mr. Berard hung up the 
receiver he hustled to them and said: 

“The man is a young shyster. A person who 
makes a specialty of criminal business. He is 
not a member of our society, and as I have noth- 
“ing to do with criminal law, I never came up 
against him.” 

“We will see him at once,” said Old- King 
Brady. 

“I wish you would,” was the reply. “I am very 
glad you called. I shall take it as a great favor 
if you will call me up and tell me how you 
make out with this Crother.” 

Old King Brady promised, and with Harry 
hurried to the Baldwin Building. There was no 
difficulty in obtaining an interview with Mr. 
Crother. Harry went in alone, as it was thought 
best for Old King Brady not to show himself. 
He introduced himself by his proper name, and 
claiming to have met Dr. Fugleman on the 
Colima, asked for his address. Mr. Crother was 
a tall, dark young man, of particularly sphinx- 
like countenance. 

“Ah! Your name is Brady,” he said. “You 
met Dr. Fugleman on the Colima, and wish to 
see him, you say. May I inquire what for?” 

“My business with him is a private matter, 
Mr. Crother,” repeated Harry. 

“I am the doctor’s. attorney. 
his private matters.” 

“Surely, sir, there can be no objection in giv- 
ing me the doctor’s address?” 

“But *’>re is an objection. 
you. Ycu are one of the Brady detectives. The 
doctor is a very busy man, Mr. Brady. I am 
sure he has no time to waste on chance ac- 
quaintances.” 

Harry saw that this was said with the direct 
intention of angering him, and he controlled his 
temper perfectly. 

“I am also a very busy man, Mr. Crother,” 
he said. “You can do as you like, but let me 
assure you of this much; if Dr. Fugleman ex- 
pects to recover anything from the Pacific Mail 
Steamship Company he will make a mistake if 
he don’t see me.” 

“Where can you be seen?” 

“I will call here later in the day.” 

“Then you will not give me your address?” 

“Yes, I will exchange it for Dr. Fugleman’s.” 

Crother smiled and displayed his teeth. 

“You call at four o'clock,” he said. “Mean- 
while I will confer with the doctor.” 

And that was as far as Harry got. 

“Highly suspicious,” said Old King Brady, 
when Harry reported the interview. “This Dr. 
Fugleman will certainly bear looking up.” 

“So it seems to me,” replied Harry. “Shall 
I call again?” 

“Yes, do so.” 

And Harry did it, and that was all either he 
or Old King Brac- did until evening, worthy of 
note. But the call amo nted to nothing. Mr. 
Crother was even more disagreeable than he had 
been at the first interview. 

“J have seen Dr. Fugleman,” he said. “He does 


I attend to all 


I know all about 


not care to see you. He is quite unable to 
imagine any business you can have with him 
which can possibly interest him.” 
_ “Oh, very well,” replied Harry. “Then that 
is Dr. Fugleman’s loss. Let him collect his claim 
against the Pacific Mail Company without my 
help if he can.” 


He pulled out, half hoping that Mr. Crother 
would call him back, but nothing was said. 
“More and more suspicious,” remarked Old 
King Brady, when Harry made his report. “We 
must find Dr. Fugleman, that is all there is 
about it. I think now that you made a mistake 
in not trying for his address in disguise.” 
They had already looked the matter up in 
the directory and in the California medical list, 
No such name appeared in either. Dr. Muller’s 
name was in the directory, where he was put 
down at the Pine street address, but the name 
did not appear in the medical list. And now 
the time had come for the Bradys to take up 
the business of the dead man again. They re- 
turned to the Lick House to see if there was any 
word for them, for Old King Brady had de- 
cided not to keep calling Alice up on the tele- 


phone. Here they found a note from Dr. White- 
meyer: It was dated 3 P. M., and read as fol- 
ows: 


“Gentlemen.—No change to report, but I do 
not yet despair. Would be pleased to have you 
dine with me at six-thirty, and to remain at my 
house until the question is finally decided if you 
have nothing better to do. 

k “Yours faithfully, 

“J. WHITEMEYER, M.D.” 
“Going?” asked Harry, when he had finished 
reading this note. 
_ “Yes, we may as well,” replied the old detec- 
tive. “I shall want to be. in at the finish.” 


CHAPTER VII.—Called Back to Life. 


The Bradys turned up at Dr. Whitemeyer’s 
about quarter past six. They were shown di- 
rectly to the doctor’s office, where they found him 
reading a German medical work. 

“Glad to see you!” he exclaimed, laying down 
the book, rising and shaking hands. “I only wish 
I had some good news to report.” ` 

“No change?” demanded Old King Brady. 

“None. The unfortunate man looks more like 
a corpse than ever.” 

“How has Miss Montgomery served your pur- 
pose?” 

“She has been a most faithful attendant. If 
there had been the least sign of life shown, I 
am certain she would*have detected it.” 

They passed into the room where the sup- 
posed corpse lay upon a hard mattress on an iron 
bed. Alice arose to meet them. 

“Do you want to see him?” she asked. 

“Yes, show him,” replied the doctor, and Alice 
poed away the sheet which was up over the 
ace. 

The Bradys gazed upon the pallid features for 
a moment’and then turned away. 
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“Doctor, there is really nothing to hope for,” 
the old detective said. 

“But little, I am afraid,” was the reply. 

“I suppose you are greatly disappointed?” 

“In a way, yes. Still all I am searching for 
is the truth. If Watchorn has misstated facts, 
of course I want to know it. I have administered 
the antidote faithfully according to the directions 
laid down in the paper which he read before 

_the Medical Society of Berlin. The case was 
taken in hand quite within the limit of time. 
There can be no reason why this man should not 
rise from the dead, if Dr. Watchorn’s theory is 
correct.” 

The supper bell rang. 

“Come,” said the doctor, “let us adjourn to the 
table and continue our discussion there.” 

“You go, Alice,” said Harry. “PI watch here 
until you are through. 

Alice assented when Dr. Whitemeyer supple- 
mented the request. In about half an hour she 
returned alone. 

“Any change?” she asked. 

“T have not looked,” replied Harry, “but I will.” 

He removed the sheet, but could discover no 
change. 

“Go and get your dinner,” said Alice. “I will 
watch.” ` 

Harry found Dr. Whitemeyer and Old King 
Brady engaged in an animated discussion upon 
the effects of a certain South American poison 
which the old detective had twice encountered in 
his work. Hot food was brought in for Harry, 

-and he proceeded to dispose of it without taking 
part in the debate. After he was through they 
adjourned to the doctor’s library and cigars were 
produced. Soon Alice looked in. 

“You told me to remind you of the time for 
the last hypodermic injection of the antidote, 
doctor,” she said. “It is that now.” 

“Thank you, thank you,” replied the doctor. 
“Really, Mr. Brady has so interested me that 
for the moment I had forgotten. Excuse me, 
gentlemen. I will return in a minute.” 

And when he did return he was considerably 
excited. 

“My hope is aroused,” he said. “I think I de- 
tected a slight twitching when the needle went 
into the arm.” 

“Really,” said Old King Brady. 
you were not deceived?” 

“No; I am not sure. I was not looking for it, 
but still it appeared to me that there was a 
slight movement. This is one of the preliminary 
symptoms of revival described by Dr. Watchorn 
in his paper.” 

“Ant een will the twelve hour limit be up?” 
inquired Old King Brady. 

“At ten minutes to eleven,” replied the doctor. 
“Tt is now half-past eight. In the meanwhile 
nothing can be done.” 

“Suppose you are called out during that time?” 
asked Harry. 

“There is only one call to which I shall re- 
spond,” replied Dr. Whitemeyer, “and the chances 
of receiving that one is very remote.” 

And yet after all the call came. At ten 
minutes past ten Dr. Whitemeyer was summoned 
to attend this very patient. He was furious. 
Fot ga he must. so he declared. There was no 

elp. 
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“And suppose there is a marked revival what 
shall I do?” demanded Old King Brady. 

Dr. Whitemeyer produced a small vial con- 
taining a reddish liquid. 

“If the patient revives sufficient to be able to 
swallow, give him five drops of this every fifteen 
minutes until the revival is complete,” he said. 
“If he can’t swallow, do nothing until I return, 
which will be as soon as possible.” 

After the doctor departed Old King Brady 
and Harry adjourned to the death chamber. 
Here Old King Brady made another examination 
of the supposed corpse. It was most exhaustive 
and included every known test. 
~ “It is all nonsense,” declared the old detec- 
tive. “Dr. Whitemeyer has certainly allowed his 
enthusiasm to get the better of him. Alice, you 
have seen no chance?” 

“None whatever,” was the reply. 
believe in the possibility of one.” 

They sat around and talked until eleven o’clock, 
and Dr. Whitemeyer was still absent. 

“Well, the time is more than up,” remarked 
Old King Brady. “This young scamp has now 
been twelve hours dead. If life returns it will 
be a miracle indeed.” 

“PIL take a look,” said Alice. “The doctor’s 
orders were that I should do so at ten minutes 
to eleven. I have been slow.” 

She arose and pulled back the sheet. 

“Oh! Look here!” she exclaimed. 

The Bradys hurried to the bedside. 

“You miracle has happened, Governor!” cried 
Harry. 

“Well, I should say so!” replied Old King 
Brady. “Strange! Most strange!” 

It was indeed strange. For the corpse was 
surely no longer a corpse. The pallid face had 
now assumed color. A faint trace of perspira- 
tion could be detected upon the forehead. Old 
King Brady repeated his examination, but could 
discovered no sign of heart beat. He tried to 
force a spoon between the set teeth. At. first 
there was nothing doing, but suddenly the 
muscles of the mouth relaxed and the jaws 
parted. 

“He’s alive all right!” cried Harry. “Hurry 
up with your dose, Governor, for heaven’s sake!” 


“It seems almost cruelty to bring him back 
to life with States’ prison awaiting him,” said 
Alice. 

“States’ prison don’t await him,” replied the 
old detective. “This is my case, not Rosenberg 
& Ickelstein’s. This young man’ to all intents 
and purposes has been twelve hours dead. But 
for Dr. Whitemeyer he would now be actually 
dead. If we recover the diamonds the firm gets 
them, but they shall never know how they were 
obtained unless this dead man is fool enough to 
confess.” 

While talking Old King Brady had been also 
working, and he was now ready with his dose. 
And it was swallowed. Eagerly the detectives 
watched for results. In a few minutes Love 
heaved a deep sigh. From that on he continued 
to breathe, but it was very faintly. In fifteen 
minutes Old King Brady repeated the dose. Then, 
to their great relief, Dr. Whitemeyer returned. 

“Well? Well?” he demanded before he had 
crossed the threshold. 

“You win, doctor!” cried the old detective 


“I cannot 
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ae right in and contemplate your wonderful 
work.” 

The doctor was all in a tremble of excitement 
as he approached the bed. He inquired on every 
détail. 

“It has worked out differently from either of 
Dr. Watchorn’s cases,” he said, “but the antidote 
has certainly done its work. Still it won’t do 
to be too confident, gentlemen. Even yet this 
man may die on our hands.” 

He requested Alice to retire to the library, 
and then stripping away the sheets, he made 
an exhaustive examination. 

“The heart action is miserably weak,” he said. 
“Really, I don’t think we can save him, Mr. 
Brady.” > 

“Tt would be a pity if we failed now,” replied 
the old detective. 

“But I don’t know what to do. 
him any further.” 

“Try electricity.” 

“A brilliant suggestion. I have a battery. I 
will start it working. Will you kindly strip the 
corpse?” 

Old King Brady did so. By this time the mus- 
cles had all relaxed, which of itself was won- 
derful enough. The doctor brought his battery. 
Applying one of the poles to the young man’s 
fcot, he stroked him gently from the head down 
with a dampened sponge which was attached to 
the other. very muscle responded. But this 
did not satisfy the doctor, when he came to 
examine the heart. 

“Not a bit of improvement,” he declared. “If 
anything, the heart action is weaker than ever. 
I am in despair.” 

“Try it again,” said Old King Brady, but the 
doctor shooking his head. 

“It won’t do,” he replied. “If we go too far 
with this battery business we are liable to snuff 
out what little life there is in him. PIL try 
another dose of my drug, but even that must 
be toned down a bit.” 

He retired to his laboratory to prepare it. 

“Well, Governor, we were all wrong, it seems,” 
remarked Harry. 

“It is wonderful,” replied Old King Brady. 
“Quite past believing.” 

“But we have to believe what we see.” 

“That is-what we do. If we can only get some 
information which will lead to the recovery of 
the diamonds.” 

The doctor returned and administered the dose. 
But at the end of fifteen minutes there was no 
change for the better or worse. 

“He will die,” declared the doctor. “It is ex- 
asperating to have come so near success and 
then to be baffled at the last minute.” 

“Wait!” exclaimed Old King Brady. “Let us 
try.” 

“But what would you do?” demanded the doc- 

tor. 

_ “Have you never heard of people being called 
back to life?” 

“Yes, but I don’t believe in it.” 

“I do. Shall I try?” 

“Certainly. I can do no more.” 

“I’ll try it with the name by which he was 
probably called in his boyhood,” said Old King 
Brady, and he got down on his knees by the 


I dare not drug 
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bedside, and putting his mouth close to Love’s 
ear, he called in a loud, commanding tone: 

“Reg! Reg! Reg! Come back! Reg! Reg! 
Reg! Come back, Reg!” 

Again and again he repeated this. Harry 
claimed afterward that Old King Brady called 
the name over a hundred times. Then all at 
once the eyes of this young msn who had been 
dead for twelve hours cpened and the lips moved. 
Old King Brady bent his head to catch the 
feebly spoken words. 

“Five Jars!” 


CHAPTER VIII.—Still Hunting for Dr. Fugle- 


man. 
“Five Jars!” 
Those were the first words uttered. Then 
Reginald Love added: 
“Oh, why did you call me back?” : 
“We must act!” whispered the doctor. “Don’t 


let him talk.” 

He bent over the bed and said: 

“Don’t talk now, my poor fellow. You have 
been as good as dead, and we want to keep you 
alive.” 

“I have been dead!” came the low-spoken re- 
sponse. “I have been called back from another 
world!” 

And right here, let us say, that up to the last 
the Bradys heard of young Love, he stuck to 
this. Again and again he told Old King Brady 
both by word of mouth and by letter, that he had 
called him back from beyond the grave. For 
Reginald Love lived. His recovery was slow and 
steady. Harry watched him that night. The 
young fellow slept some towards morning, but 
previous to that he just lay there with his eyes 
open occasionally muttering incoherently. He 
did not try to speak to Harry, nor did Young 
King Brady address him. But after he awoke, 
and Dr. Whitemeyer had examined him, Harry 
was told to make him talk. 

“He is doing all right, and he will probably 
live,” declared the doctor. 

The night before he had awarded the honor 
of having saved Love to Old King Brady, but 
this morning he was inclined to take the credit 
to himself. Slight nourishment was adminis- 
tered, and after that Harry tried to question 
Love. It was of little use. Just as Dr. White- 
meyer predicted, his memory was all gone. In- 
deed, his mind appeared to be a perfect blank. 
A trained nurse was summoned, for Alice did 
not care to assume charge of the case, nor did 
the Bradys wish to have her. Old King Brady 
came to breakfast by invitation. He now told 
Dr. Whitemeyer all about the case. 

“You have given this young man back his life, 
and I propose to give him his liberty,” declared 
the old detective. 

“But I don’t wish him to know that at the 
start. Kindly refrain from any allusion to his 

ast. As soon as his wits begin to come back 
will take him in hand.” 

“Dr. Whitemeyer promised, and after break- 
fast the Bradys and Alice withdrew. 

“We are up against a mystery,” remarked Old 
King Brady, as they walked down Tusk street. 
“What can be the meaning of Five Jars? The 
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man who died said it, and the man who has lived 
said it. I must and will know what it means.” 

They then fell to talking about Dr. Fugleman. 

“We simply must find him,” declared Old King 
Brady. “I am dead sure he is at the bottom of 
all this business, and if that is right, then the 
old rascal has the diamonds.” 

“Shall we shadow that lawyer’s office?” in- 
quired Harry. “I am prepared to watch that 
building for a week, if you say the word.” 

“No. We made a mistake in exposing our 
hand to the lawyer in the first place,” was the 
reply. “Now let us think up some scheme.” 

They walked on in silence for some time. Harry 
and Alice knew that the old detective would 
surely think up a plan if they only gave him 
time. As it was, he soon thought out three. 

“Somebody knows Fugleman besides Lawyer 
Crother,” he suddenly broke cut, “and that some- 
body must be found. Did the old fellow have 
much baggage, do you happen to know?” 

“He had a steamer trunk in his stateroom,” 
replied Alice. “I hannened to pass the door one 
day when he was sitting just inside. I saw the 
trunk.” 


“Then it is up to you to get aboard the Colima 
and find out who carried off that trunk. Alice, 
and where it went to, if vou can. Incidentally 
try and learn all you can about the doctor. 
That’s your job.” 

“And there is where your dear old friend, the 
first officer. will come in, Alice.” remarked Harry, 
with something very like a snear. 

“What about that?” demanded Old King 
Brady. : 

“Nothing but some of Harry’s nonsense,” 
laughed Alice. 

“No nonsense about it,” nersisted Harry. “The 
man made love to her all the way up from 
Mazatlan.” : 

“Ha! Somehodv is jestons.” chuckled Old King 
Bradv. “Go for him. Alice.” 

“PII do mv hest. Mr. Bradv.” 

“And my iob?” questioned Harry. 

“Lies on the back track. Return to Dr. White- 
meyer’s-and den’t leave it until that fellow talks. 
He may yet die. and that.snddenly. At first I 
thoueht we would leave him alone for to-day, 
but I have changed my mind.” 

“And your job?” 

“Ts the weakest of all. I shall go to the post 
office and see if a letter carrier can be found 
who knows the name of Fugleman.” 

“You have got something else up your sleeve, 
Governor.” 

“Perhaps. That’s all I’m telling.” 

The conference ended there. Harry returned 
to the doctor’s, and Old King Brady parted with 
Alice at the post office. He had nothing up his 
sleeve. Truth told he was completely puzzled to 
know how to proceed. Of course his Secret Serv- 
ice’ connection made it easy work for Old King 
Brady at the post-office. He went directly to the 
postmaster and told:him what he wanted. This 
was not only the address of Dr. Fugleman, but 
also the new address of Dr. Muller, if it could be 
obtained. The postmaster started the wheels mov- 
_ ing. Old King Brady held the fort for a full hour. 
They were waiting for the return of the carrier 
whose route included Dr. Muller’s old residence. 


‘ 


Meanwhile word came that Dr. Fugleman was not 
known. At last a clerk entered and handed the 
postmaster a slip of paper. 


“Here you are, Mr. Brady,” said the post- 
master, “you are in luck. You have killed two 
birds with one stone. Dr. Muller’s letters are to 
be forwarded to the care of Dr. Fugleman, 11 . 
Maria street.” 

“And where may Maria street be?” asked the 
old detective. 

“Give it up. It’s a new one on me,” replied 
the postmaster, “and I thought I know S. F. 
pretty well, too.” 


Now this remark brings us up against one 
of the peculiarities of the San Franciscans. Fre- 
quently they style their city S. F.. but usually 
they speak the full name. What they never do 
is to call it “Frisco,” as Eastern people fondly 
imagine. Use the word in the hearing of an 
old Californian, and he will turn on you coldly 
and ask you where that place is or what you 
mean. But the clerk who brought in the paper 
knew Maria street. 


“It is wav down by the Presidio.” he said. 
runs back from the bay. 
blocks long.” 

“And what sort of people live there?” asked 
Old King Brady. 

“It is mostly storehouses,” was the reply. “I 
can only remember one dwelling house. I am 
inclined to think that may be No. 11. Anyway, 
it is on the first block.” 


Thanking the postmaster, Old King Brady 
started out to hunt vp Maria street. He found 
that the clerk had described it accurately. On 
the first block on one side was a row of large 
brick storage warehouses. On the other side was 
a coal yard, a kindling word yard, vinegar fac- 
tory, and one dilanitated old frame house, which 
appeared to be inhabited. The door stood open, 
and Old King Brady walked in. There were two 
doors opening off the hall, and on the first of 
these the old detective knocked. He could now 
hear semebody moving heavily about inside. It 
sounded as if an elephant was walking about. 
This was explained when the door opened and 
an enormously stout colored woman appeared. 

“Well, boss, what’ yo’ want?” she demanded. 

“Does a man by the name of Fugleman live 
in this house?” 

“No; nobody lives here, only culled folks.” 

“But you know the name?” 

“Have you got a letter?” 

“No: I want to see Dr. Fugleman.” 

“Well, I dunno nuffin’ about him.” 

“Yes, you do, or you would not have asked me 
if I had a letter. Come, aunty, my business with 
the doctor is very important.” 

“Well, I doan know him,” persisted the woman, 
“but if yo’ got a letter I kin see dat he gets it.” 

Old King Brady did not want to exhibit his 
shield. He therefore resorted to bribery. 

“Look here,” he said, persuasively, “it is go- 
ing to be worth just exactly a five dollar gold 
piece for me to get Dr. Fugleman’s address— 
8e62 22. 

And he held up the coin. 
it longingly. 

- “Say, boss, mah man will kill me if I tell, an’ 
dat am a fac.” suet 
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“Suppose you write it on a slip of paper and 
drop it on the floor?” 

“Might do dat.” 

“You can write?” 

“Sure.” 

“Well, then do it. 
‘told. ¥ 

“Dat’s so. Wha’ yo’ wanter see de doctah for?” 

“T am a friend of his. I have something to tell 
him which he ought to know.” 
` “Well, give me a pencil and paper.” 

Old King Brady tore a leaf out of his memo- 
randum book and handed it to the woman with 
the pencil. She scrawled something upon it and 
dropped it on the floor. Old King Brady haxd> 1 
her the gold piece and picked up the paper. 
Upon it was written: 

“Top floor of the vinegar factory.” 

“Looker here,” said the woman. “Tain’t no use 
to go dere now. * Dat’s his off.ce; he hain’t never 
dere only nights. He doan lib dere, you know.” 

“Where does he live? Thats what I want to 
get at?” = 

“Dunno, boss. Dat’s honest.” 

“Does he own the vinegar factory?” 

“Dat man owns he hull ob dis side of de block.” 

“He just moved his things in there yesterday?” 

“Dat’s right. A lot of ole trash, dat’s suah.” 

“Then how do you know he is only there 
nights?” 

“Kase dat’s what he tole mah man, dat he 
would only be dere night. See?” 

Old King Brady pulled out then. 3 

“T may be getting there and I may not,” he 
thought. “I’ll try the vinegar maker now.” 

The vinegar factory was a sizeable frame 
building. The name on the sign was Sparner. 
Old King Brady went into the office. 

“Mr. Sparner in?” he inquired of a young Ger- 
man who was writing at a desk. 

“No,” was the reply. “What do you want?” 

“T am looking for a Dr. Fugleman.” 

“Don’t know him.” 

“Dr. Muller then.” 

“Dr. Muller owns this building.” 

“Has he an office upstairs?” 

“No.” 

“But I am told that he moved a lot of his 
things in here yesterday.” 

“Well, he did, but-he has no office. He doesn’t 
do business here. We did not want the top floor, 
so he just stored his things here, that’s all.” 

“The doctor has been away down in Mexico, 
hasn’t he?” 

“Not that I know of. He seldom comes here.” 

“Except to get his rent?” 

“Not even for that. We pay the rent to his 
lawyer.” 

“Mr. Crother?” 

sly A Rad 

“Can you give me the doctor’s address?” 

“No. I don’t know where he lives. Never did. 
If you want to leave any word for him TIl 
see that he gets it. He may come around here 
oftener now that he has stored his things.” 

“No; I’ll see Mr. Crother.” 

“Probably you will get the address from him,” 
replied the clerk, and he resumed his writing. 

It was certainly discouraging, but Old King 
Brady felt that he had made some headway at 
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all events. One thing was certain, the colored 
woman had not deceived him. 

“Pl call here at night,” the old cstective said 
to himself. “Perhaps there will be something 
doing then.” 


CHAPTER IX.—Alice Comes Up Against Dr. 
Fugleman. 


Of course Harry and Alice had not allowed it 
to become generally known that they had lost 
the diamonds. Only Captain Townley was told, 
for they felt that they could rely upon him to 
keep it to himself. When Alice got on board 
the Colima she inquired for the captain, but he 
was ashore, and then she asked to see the first 
officer, Drake. That gentleman promptiy put in 
an appearance. 

“Why, Miss Montgomery, this is an unexpected 
pleasure,” he exclaimed. “Really, I am very glad 
to see you. I hope you have come to tell me 
that you are going. to be with us on our trip 
down the coast.” 

“Not at all, Mr. Drake,” laughed Alice. 

“That would be a pleasure, indeed.” 

“Tt is very kind of you to say so, but my busi- 
ness is quite different. You know we lost our 
prisoner?” 

“Yes; of course. Have you found him?” 

“We found him, yes, but he was dead.” 

“So? How about that?” : 

“He was dead when we found him, that is all 
I can say.” 

“And Gus Philips is dead, too. 
things come about?” 
“Isnt it. We are trying to find out who 
poisoned Philips and this other young man, for 

poisoned they certainly were.” 
` “So they say about Gus. Are you making any 
headway?” 

“None as yet, but that brings me to busi- 
ness. What I want is to get at that old German, 
doctor who sat at our table.” 

“Fugleman?” 

Ves.” 

“That ought not to be difficult.” 

“So it would seem, but it proves to be very 
difficult. We can’t learn his address. Do you 
happen to know it?” 

“No. I never had anything to do with the 
man.” 

“Well, it is what I want, and I want you to 
help me, Mr. Drake.” 

“Which I sure will do if I can, but I can’t see 
how I can be of the least assistance.” 

“The doctor had a steamer trunk in his state- 
room. Somebody carried it out. If I ean find 
who it was through you that may be a starter.” 

“Perhaps I can learn that. Those stateroom 
trunks are sometimes taken out by hand by the 
porters who hang about the wharf. I will send 
a man to inquire.” 

“And Mate Drake hurried away. He was back 
in a few minutes, and sat down beside Alice. Cer- 
tainly Harry might have found cause for jealousy 
could he have listened to Mr. Drake’s talk. But 
Alice held him at arm’s length, and at last a 
young man came up and said that the trunk 
had ions taken off by two porters, who put it on 
a cab. = 
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“What cab? Whose cab?” demanded Drake. 
“Didn’t you find that out? It is what we want to 
know.” è 

“It was Riley’s. I was just going to tell you, 
sir. 
“And where is Riley? He ought to be on the 
wharf now.” 

“But he isn’t, sir.” 

“Well, he is sure to come soon. You see, Miss 
Montgomery, we are expecting the China steamer 
to come up every minute. If you will only wait 
this man Riley is sure to come.” ;, 

Alice waited, and at last the -young man re- 
turned with Riley himself. 

“Yes, I remember that fare,” said the cabby. 
“Queer old party. I remember him perfectly 
well.” 

“And where did you leave the trunk?” 

“That’s the queer part of it. Sure I put the 
trunk on another cab up on Market street. I 
tort den dat dere must be something crooked 
about it.” 

“There was,” said Alice. “I am a detective, Mr. 
Kiley. I want to know all about that.” 

“Yes, and see that you give it to her straight, 
or I’ll have you run off the wharf,” added 
Drake. ` 

“Which would be very kind of you, sir,” 
grinned Riley, “but I don’t believe you have pull 
enough to do that same.” 

“T-don’t know about that. But go ahead.” 

“Weil, miss, de old man told me to drive up 
Market street as far as O’Farrell, an’ I done it. 
When I got down to let him out, he told me to 
wait, and he walked on up Market street. In a 
few minutes he came back in another cab, and 
told me to put de trunk onto it. I done dot, too; 
den_he paid me and I druv away.” 

“Did you notice the number of the other cab?” 
demanded Drake. 

“T did. It was 922.” 

“Do you know the driver?” 

“No, I don’t. Dat part of de town is away off 
my beat.” 

“Drive me there now,” said Alice.. “Probably 
there is a cab stand there. You may be able to 
pick out the cab.” 

Riley assented, and First Officer Drake escorted 
affectionate adieu. Incidentally he tried to get 
an invitation to call upon her, but that he did 
not get. Riley was successful. When he reached 
O’Farrell street he slowed down, and soon he 
stopped. There appeared to be a cab stand here. 
Several cabs were drawn up at the curb. 

“Dat’s de man. Dat third feller on de line,” 
said Riley. z 

“You pump him,” said Alice. “You get double 
fare if you learn where he took that trunk.” 

Riley took the contract. He soon returned 
with word that the trunk had been delivered 
at an old house on Pine street, near-Polk. This 
was at once discouraging and encouraging. 

“At all events it pretty surely identifies Dr. 
as peman with Dr. Muller,” Alice said to her- 
self. 

She disposed of Riley, and walked on up Mar- 
ket rtreet thinking of her next move. 

“Perhaps he had the trunk taken right away 
` from there,” she reasoned. “He would have 
crvuble in getting a cab over there if he did. 
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I'll go to the nearest livery stable to Muller's 
place and see what I can learn.” 

So Alice traveled back to Pine and Polk 
streets, and started to inquire about livery 
stables. She located one on Van Ness avenue, 
It appeared to be the nearest. Newman was 
the name on the sign. Alice found Mr. Newman 
in, and to him she made it known that she was a 
detective. 

“Pll look at my book,” said Mr. Newman. “I 
an} under the impression that we did move a 
trynk out of that house. I don’t know Dr. 
Mller, but 4 distinctly remember a call for a 
light wagon on Pine street on the night of the 
day ;cu name.” 

“A-wagon, and not a cab?” said Alice. 

“Yes, it was a wagon. But wait, I will make 
sure. Do you know this Dr. Muller’s number?” 
: Aee gave it, and Mr. Newman looked up his 
cok. s 

“Yes,” he said. “That’s right. We had a éall 
for a light wagon to come to that number. It 
was a quarter to nine in the evening. A fellow 
named Hazard was the driver. He moved a 
steamer’ trunk.” 

“And is he around now?” questioned Alice. 

“No, but I can soon get him,” was the reply. 

Mr. Newman went out into the stable, and 
presently returned, saying that he had sent for 
Hazard. 

“He is one of our night men,” he explained. 
“He don’t come on until six o’clock.” 

It was some little time before the messenger 
raure When he did, he brought Hazard with 

im. 

“Look here, Jack, do you remember taking a 
trunk away from No. — Pine street the other 
night?” Mr. Newman asked. 

“Yes, I do,” was the answer. “From a little 
factory where dey make dis here, now what 
you call it—wizard oil.” 

“That’s the place,” said Alice. 
you the trunk? An old man?” 

“No; a youngish feller.” 

Alice pressed him for a description, and ‘got 
that of Purser Gus Phillips. And here was an- 
other link in the chain. At that time Philips 
must surely have thought that he was standing 
in with Dr. Fugleman. 

Pb where did you take the trunk?” demanded 
ice. 

“Now, that was the funny part of it,” replied 
Hazard. “Ther feller went with me. He 
wouldn’t give me no address. Told me that when 
we came to de place he would let me know. He 
made me drive to Vallejo street, near’ Mason, and 
there he got me to put the trunk down in front 
of a vacant lot.” . 

“Did he give no explanation?” demanded? Mr. 
Newman. 

“No, he didn’t,” was the reply. “I only asked 
him if he wasn’t making a mistake. He said 
he knew his business. He paid me, and I drove 
away.” 

“You ought to report any case like that,” said 
Mr. Newman. “It was suspicious on the fact 
of it.” 

“You weren’t here after I got back, sir, and 
afterwards I forgot.” 

“But do you know the number of the house 
nearest to this lot?” demanded Alice. i 


“Who gave 
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Hazard gave it. Thanking Mr. Newman for 
his trouble, Alice withdrew. She hurried over 
to Vallejo street, and walked all the way. Of 
course she had to work up a theory as she 
walked—all detectives do that. Alice’s theory 
was that the purser had taken the trunk by 
hand into some house in the immediate vicinity 
of this vacant. lot. But when she reached the 
place she hardly knew which house to select to 
work up her theory cn. The neighborhood was a 
very respectable one. Most of the houses near 
the lot looked as if they might have heen owned 
by their occupants. There was nothing sus- 
picious about any of them. Alice walked the 
length of the block slowly, and then turned. 
Suddenly she made a discovery which was dis- 
appointing enough. Coming towards her on the 
same side of the way-was no less a person than 
Dr. Fugleman himself! Of course it seemed al- 
most certain that the man must have come out 
of one of the houses. 

“If I had only stood still!” thought Alice, re- 
gretfully. 

But each step seemed to be bringing her nearer 
the goal of her hopes. There was no time to 
think of it now, however, for there was Dr. 
Fugleman right upon her. To avoid the man 
was impossible. Alice saw that she had to make 
the best of it. During the voyage she had not 
attempted to make the acquaintance of Dr. Fugle- 
man, who at the best was a crusty old fellow, 
but she had spoken to him several times. So 
she walked on pretending not to see him until 
they were close upon each other. The doctor 
would have passed her—there was no doubt about 
it. But he both saw and recognized her—of that 
Alice was certain. So she looked up at the 
right moment and exclaimed: 


“Why, Dr. Fugleman! This "is indeed a 
pleasure.” 
The doctor raised his hat awkwardly. If Alice 


had given him a chance he certainly would have 

gone by in silence, but she stood directly in his 
ath. 

p “Oh, Miss Montgomerys,” he said. “So? I 

hope you vas quite vell?” 

“Very well, doctor. Very well. 
are the same?” 

“Pretty goot for an old man.” 

“You are living here in San Francisco?” 

“I vas stopping here. I do not live here. 
home is in de East.” 

An awkward pause followed. Of course Alice 
could not ask the old man if he lived in that 
neighborhood. That would never have done.s 
Alice hurried to make good, for this sort of thing 
would not do. She recalled an incident of the 
voyage, and was rattling away in her liveliest 
style, when the man cut her short. Evidently 
the doctor was not to be caught with chaff. 

“You lost your preezner, Miss Montgomerys.” 
he broke in with. “Did you find him again?” 

“No, doctor.” 

“Ach! So? Vail, it vas a disappointment, I 
suppose?” e 

“Yes, a great disappointment.” } 

“Ach! So? I hear de burser vas dead. De 
rascal! He robbed me goot.” 

“Oh, yes,” said Alice, seeing her chance, “and 
that reminds me. Old King Brady, my chief, is 
now in San Francisco. He has taken up that 


I trust you 


My 
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business of the purser’s stealings. He wants to 
see you about your claim. Can you give me 
your address?” 

Of course he knew it! He could not help but 
know that Old King Brady was at work. 

“My address,” repeated Dr. Fugleman. “Vail, 
Miss Montgomerys, my address is care of my 
lawyer, Meester Crother, vere your Meester 
Young King Brady called yesterday. If Old King 
Brady vants to see me he can write me py dere.” 

“Ah!” replied Alice. “I will tell him. Good- 
day, doctor.” 

“Goot-day,” replied the doctor. “But vait! 
For why does Old King Brady vant to see me?” 

“I don’t know, I am sure. Probably in refer- 
ence to your claim.” 

“You can tell him, den, from me, dat my claim 
is in goot hands, und I vant not his help.” 

And with this Dr. Fugleman pushed by Alice 
and walked off down Vallejo street hill. 


CHAPTER X.—The Dream Man. 


When Harry got back to Dr. Whitemeyer’s he ` 
found the doctor in trouble about his trained 
nurse. > 

“I have been telephoning around,” he said, 
“but I don’t seem to be able to get hold of any- 
one. What brought you back again? I do wish 
you could stay here for awhile.” : 

“Then I will relieve your mind by telling you 
that Old King Brady sent me back here until 
your patient gets so that he can talk.” 

“Oh, he has changed his mind, has he? Well, 
I am glad. But about Love’s talking. He must 
now be made to talk. Go to him. Try to revive 
his memory. You can do it better than anyone 
else. I have to go out for my morning calls. 
See what you can do.” z 

The doctor then took Harry into the sick room. 
Love lay with his eyes half closed. 

“You want to arouse him,” said the doctor. 
“He must not be allowed to sleep that way.” 

“And his medicines?” 

“He needs none unless you should discover 
signs of. sinking. Then give him five drops of 
that stuff in the tumbler upon the table. Now 
I am off. Shake him up, Brady. It is the only 
way.” 

And Harry tried it after the. doctor had gone. 

“Mr. Love! Mr. Love!” he called. 

Love opened his eyes. 

“How do you feel?” demanded Hally. 

“Rotten.” 

“Don’t you think you would like to get up 
and dress? TIl help you.” 

“No; I’m too weak.” 

“Do you know me?” 

“Sure, You were here only just just a minute 
ago.’ 

“I don’t mean that. Don’t you remember see- 
ing me before that time?” 

“No.” 

“On the Colima?” 

“What’s that?” 

“The steamer we came up from Mazatlan on.” 

“Oh!” 

“You remember?” a 
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“Seems to me I’ve seen you before. 
—Mazatlan. Was I in Mazatlan?” 

“Certainly. Don’t you remember me arresting 
you there?” 

“Arresting me? What for?” 

"Remember Rosenberg & Icklestein?” 

“Why, yes—I worked for them in New York.” 

Here was something. But he did not seem 
to remember the diamond robbery, for he im- 
mediately added: 

“But that was a long time ago.” 

“Not so long.” 

“It hurts me to think of these things. 
to sleep. I had sooner dream than talk.” 

“I know, but the doctor says you mustn’t 
sleep. It is bad for you.” 

“Why?” 

“Thats what he says.” 

“What’s the matter with me, anyway?” 

“You have been poisoned.” 

“Poisoned?” 

“Yeg” v 

“Who by?” 

“That’s what we don’t know.” 

“But who should want to poison me?” 

“It had to do with diamonds.” 

“Diamonds! Ah!” 

“You remember now!” 

“Some things. It hurts me to think. 
‘ander arrest now?” 

“No. We are going to let you go if we can 
get the diamonds.” i 

“Diamonds!” 

“What did you mean when you said Five Jars?” 

“Who said Five Jars?” 

“You did.” 

“When?” : 

“When you were called back from the dead.” 

“Yes.” 

“You remember saying Five Jars?” 

eed." 

“Then what did you mean?” 

Love was silent. He gave Harry a curious 
look which almost made Young King Brady think 
that he was shamming. Never before had Harry 
come up against just such a case. He hardly 
knew how to go at it. 

“This fellow knows more than he pretends,” 
he said to himself. “If I could only strike him 
right I would get what I want, but how?” 

Suddenly Love half raised himself on his left 
arm and said: 

“Let me dream some more, will you? 
bother me! Let me dream!” 

“PII tackle him on the dream line,” thought 
Harry, and aloud he added: : : 

“Yes, PII let you dream, in a minute, but lis- 
ten! What about those dreams of yours? Are 
they pleasant?” 

“Not altogether.” 

“Then why do you want to dream more?” 

“Because my head don’t ache when I am dream- 
ing.” 

“It aches now?” 

“Horribly.. It hurts me to think.” : 

“Is it actual pain or just a confused feeling 
in your mind?” 

“Both. Why do't you leave me alone?” 

“Stop and think, Xou were supposed to have 


died.” 


“I did die.” 


Mazatlan 


I want 


Am I 


Don’t 
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“What makes you so sure of that?” 

“A man told me.” 

“What man?” 

“A man I saw in my dreams while I was 
dead.” 

“I see,” replied Harry, humoring him; “but 
now that you are alive again, while you sleep 
do you still see the same man?” 

“Yes.” 

“Ts it just the same as when you were dead? 
While you are sleeping, I mean?” 

“Not just the same; pretty near it, though.” 

“Do you know your name?” 

“Sure. Why wouldn’t I? My name is Reginald 
Love.” 

“You know a whole lot of other things, too, 
I think. Now, Love, you can’t stay here. What 
you want to do is to help me straighten this case 
up—your case, I mean. It will be the best for 
you, for you want to get well, and get on your 
feet again so that you can go to work and earn 
a living. Can’t you see what I am saying is 
true?” 

“T suppose it is true. Whose house am I in?” 

“A Dr. Whitemeyer’s. When others declared 
that you were dead he said you could be saved. 
You owe your life to him.” 

“T don’t know that I owe him much then. I 
had just as soon have stayed where I was.” 

“When you were dead?” 

“Yes.” 

“Tell me about that.” 

“No.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because the man told me not to, if you must 
know.” 

“Do you know the man’s name?” 

“Sure.” 

“Tell it?” © 

“No, I wont.” 

“Why not?” 

“He told me not to.” 

“Do you propose to obey this dream man in 
everything?” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“Why?” 

“I won’t tell you.” 

Harry sat silently looking at him for some 
moments. He felt that he was making no head- 
way. What to do he did not know. But help 
came, and it came from Love himself. He had 
been leaning on his arm with his eyes half closed, 
while Harry sat silent, but now he suddeniy 
roused up and said: 

a “What is your name?” 

“Brady.” 

“Tell me all-about myself. It will help me to 
think. I can’t remember much, and I have got 
to remember if I-am ever going to get straighten- 
ed up.” 

“I may as well tell him,” thought Harry. 
“Under the ‘circumstances I don’t believe the 
Governor will mind.” 

So he started in and told Love the whole story 
of his defalcation and arrest at Mazatlan. He 
told of Purser Philips also, and of his peculiar 
death. He continued even further, and told all 
that had happened to Love himself up to the 
moment Old King Brady called him back from 
the dead. And to all of this the young thief 
listened very quietly, never uttering a word, 
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“And does all this come back to you now?” 
Harry asked when he had at length concluded. 

“Yes; it all comes back to me,” was the quiet 
reply. 

“Then you know that what I have been telling 
you is true?” 

“Yes,” 

“Does it help you to remember? Can you 
tell me what happened to you after I left you 
that time in the stateroom—when you ran away 
with Gus Philips and stole the diamonds out of 
Miss Montgomery’s trunk, for, of course, you 
did both?” > 

“Yes, it helps me.” 

“Then if I have helped you, do you help me. 
Tell me what you meant when you said Five 
Jars.” 

“Not now.” 

“Do you know now?” 

“Yes,” 

“Then why won’t you tell? 
where you were taken?” 

“Wait.” 

“For what? Until when?” 

“Let me dream again and then perhaps I will 
tell.” : 

“You mean if the dream man will give you 
permission?” 

“Yes; that is just what I mean.” 

“You want to go to sleen and ask him?” 

“Ves.” x 

“Then do it.” 

He immediately dropped his head on the pil- 
low. Within one full minute he was sound 
asleep. A long and tedious wait followed. Two 
hours and over passed. At last Dr. Whitemeyer 
came in. Harry told him all that had occurred, 
for the doctor was now fully conversant with 
the details of this private case of the Bradys. 

“You have done splendidly,” said the doctor; 
“so has he. You mark what I tell you, that 
fellow is going to make a wonderful recovery. 
I shall have his case printed. It will attract 
widespread attention. It is going to be a big 
thing for me.” 

The doctor then took a look at the sleeper, but 
did not disturb him. : 

“He is doing all right,” he declared. 

“You consider him entirely out of danger?” 
inquired Harry. 

“Absolutely,” replied the doctor. 

“What about this dream man he talks of?” 

“A mere hallucination. His mind will gradu- 
‘ally clear.” 

Shortly after this Dr. Whitemeyer was called 
‘away again, and a ‘little later Alice came. She 
and Harry proceeded to compare. notes. Alice 
had nothing to report after the time she parted 
with Dr. Fugleman. 

“You certainly have made a splendid success,” 
declared Harry, “and I know Old King Brady 
will be pleased. The doctor must live in one 
of those houses, and it will go hard with us if 
we'can’t find out which one it is.” 

“How long shall we wait?” inquired Alice. 
“It seems to me that we ought to arrest Dr. 
Fugleman if we get the chance.” 

“T had just as soon. He is the man we want; 
but let us wait until Love wakes up again. 
There may be something doing then.” 


Do you know 
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And for this they did not have to wait long, 
for soon after they heard the young man caiiing. 
n “Brady! Brady! Where are you, Brady? Come 
rere!” 

“I will go.to him,” said Harry. -“‘You sit just 
inside the door, where you can hear what passes 
between us.” 

And he entered the room. One glance at Love 
was sufficient to show that a marked chance had 
taken place in his case. His eyes had bright- 
ened; there was color in his cheeks. He looked 
a different man. 

“I am awake again, you see,” he said, “and I 
am awfully hungry. Can you give me something 
to eat?” ‘ 

“Certainly!” replied Harry, “but first I want 


to know about your dream man. Did you see 
him again?” 

Yes, 

“And are you going to tell me what I want tx 
know?” $ 

“Yes. He says for me to tell you all. But I 


must eat first.” 

Harry went into the kitchen, where the doctor’s 
cook, who had been instructed, soon provided 
him with what he required. There was not much 
of it, but what there was Love devoured with the 
greediness of a famished man. Then Harry got 
him down to business. 

“You want to know what happened to me after 
I left the steamer?” began Love. 


“That is just what I want to know,” was the 


reply. 

“Well, I don’t remember all; it is very dim and 
misty, but I’ll tell what I can remember. Brady, 
I was not sick that time. I was playing it on 
you.” 

“T thought as much. Go on.” 

“I met a man at Mazatlan. His name was 
Dr. Fugleman. He knew that I had the dia- 
monds. He is responsible for it all.” 

“Yes; I remember the doctor.” 

“Gus Philips also knew. They saw me when 
you were out of the stateroom. Philips let them 
in with a duplicate key. It was Philips who 
went through Miss Montgomery’s trunk, and 
stole the diamonds. He was afraid to try to dis- 
pose of them, and at thé same time he wanted 
to realize on them at once. Dr. Fugleman pro- 
fessed to be able to turn them into cash at a 
few hours’ notice. We got away in a boat, get- 
ting aboard by way of the coal bunkers, Philips 
and I, that is. The doctor did not go with us. 
He told us to go to a house on Pine street, and 
we did. He met us there, and took us to another 
house. It was Vallejo street. There we looked 
over the diamonds. Dr. Fugleman made me 
drink a glass of wine in his laboratory, a queer 
place. That fixed me. I went to sleep, and from 
that time on all that hafpened to me I can only 
remember as one remembers a dream.” 

“But you can remember some of it?” demanded 
Harry. z 
i “Yes; and that is where the Five Jars come 
in.’ 

“Good! I am interested in the Five Jars.” 

“I am coming to that now. The jars stood 
on a shelf under a big skylight and over a conch. 
It was on that couch that I found myself when 
I began to dream.” 

“And your first dream was that?” 
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“Wait! My hea.t is tired! Let me sleep a few 
minus. Then 1I will tell.” 


4s he said this Reginald Love sank back on 
ince pillow and in an instant was off asleep 
again, 


CHAPTER XI.—Old King Brady Discovers the 
Five Jars—To His Cost. 


When Old King Brady went away from the 
vinegar factory on Maria street he changed his 
mind just as he did when he sent Harry back to 
Dr. Whitemeyer’s house. : 

“I’m going to have a look at that top floor,” 
he said to himself. “It just must be done, and 
something tells me I am going to get my clews 
there.” 

Perhaps the idea was suggested to his mind by 
observing that the roof ot the vinegar factory 
was but a few feet lower than that of the storage 
warehouse next door. Besides that, the door of 
the warehouse stood open temptingty, and there 
was no one around. Old King Brady accordingly 
turned back and walked boldly into the ware- 
house. And still he saw nobody. The stairs 
were right in front of him, and he ascended 
to the top floor. The place was packed full with 
big bales of wool. Old King Brady pushed about 
among them ready with his excuse in case he met 
someone. But he met no one. He came to the 
cenelusion that there was no one on that floor. 
The old detective now began a search for the 
scuttle, and soon found it. It was reached by 
an iron standing ladder against the wall. Old 
King Brady climbed the ladder and tackled the 
scuttle. He easily undid the fastenings, and 
pushing it aside, climbed out upon the roof. 

He closed the scuttle, crossed the roof, and 
dropped down upon the roof of the vinegar 
factory. What he feared was a scuttle top 
chained below, but what he found was a bulk- 
head door, which was secured simply by an or- 
dinary lock, and this he was easily able to open 
by means of his skeleton keys. The stairs beyond 
led him directly down into the top loft of the 
building where Dr. Muller, or rather Dr. Fugle- 
man, for Old King Brady no longer doubted 
that they were identical, had stored his things. 
The place was in terrible litter. The stuff which 
had been moved out of the wizard oil factory 
on Pine street stood about any old way. But 
in one corner a room had been partitioned off. 
No door had been fitted yet, and Old King Brady, 
entering, found that an attempt had been begun 
to fit up a chemist’s laboratory here. A new 
laboratory workbench was already built, and a 
series of bottles bearing chemist’s labels, had 
been placed on the shelves. There was also a 
small furnace, and some chemical apparatus par- 
tially unpacked. On onë side was an open grate 
such as is commonly. used in San Francisco. 

Paper scraps and excelsior had been jammed 
in behind the bars until the grate was quite full. 
An open grate in which there was no fire into 
which papers have been thrown carelessly is al- 
ways a good place for a detective to take in when 
hunting for clews. So Old King Brady got down 
and began taking the stuff carefully out of the 
grate. And sure enough here he did make ʻa 
discovery. After he got the excelsicr and some 
of the newspapers out Old King Brady came 
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upon a lot of torn letters. This was in the line 
of what he expected to find, so he gathered them 
all up carefully and spread them out upon the 
laboratory bench. By pushing the pieces about 
he soon discovered that they were parts of three 
letters, two addressed to “Dr. Sigismund Muller,”. 
at the Pine street place. ` . 

Still persevering, he at length got the letters . 
together without having missed a piece. Two 
were from a Sacramento drug firm inquiring 
where Muller’s Wizard Oil could now be bought; 
the second letter wanting to know why the doc- 
tor had not answered the first. But in the third 
letter Old King Brady felt that perhaps he had 
found his clew. It read as follows: 


“Dear Doctor.—I was exceedingly sorry that 
I was not in when you called. I will call at No. 
— Vallejo street this evening at eight. Hope 
to find you home. Have heard nothing from 
Pacific Mail people. Think we better wait a few 
days before stirring the matter up; but in this 
connection I have a plan which we will discuss 
when we meet this evening. Your truly, 

“THOS. CROTHER.” 


This letter was addressed to “Dr. S. Muller, 
No. — Vallejo street, San Francisco.” 

“And now who can doubt that I am on the 
right track?” muttered the old detective, tri- 
umphantly. 

He determined to call at the Vallejo street 
house at once, and to arrest Dr. Muller if he 
could get the chance. Old King Brady now 
proceeded to disguise himself. The materials for 
such disguises he always earries with him, and 
the wonderful blue coat is susceptible to many 
changes. At. all events when the old detective 
had finished his business. no one would have 
taken him for the same man. He then returned 
to the street by the way he had come- without 
meeting a soul, Old King Brady now steered 
for Vallejo street. It was a long walk to his 
destination, and he reached. it about an hour 
after Alice encountered Dr. Fugleman in» the 
same block. The house which bore the number 
was painted brown, and had a double bow window 
on the parlor and upper floor. It appeared to be 
occupied, for the shades -were up in the base- 
ment windows; but all other windows had closed 
inside blinds. Determined to let no grass grow 
under his feet now, Old King Brady ascended 
the steps and pulled the beil. He rang several 
times before anyone answered. 3 

At last a window was cautiously raised on the 
upper floor. Old King Brady expected te see the 
inside blinds opened, but this this did not hap- 
pen. He was satisfied, however, that the slats 
were turned, and that someone was peering out. 
Instead of ringing again he waited, and sure 
enough in a minute the door was opened by a 
Chinaman with an ugly pock-marked face. 

“Is Dr. Muller in?” demanded the old detective. 

“Yes,” replied the Chinaman, and he held the 
door wide open. ; z 

“Can I see him?” demanded Old King Brady. 

“Yes. Comee in.” 

The old detective had scarcely expected such 
a reception. The Chinaman closed the door and 
opened the door of a small room which was 
barely furnished. He pointed to a chair and went 
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away. Old King Brady stood waiting. He heard 
the Chinamtn go upstairs, and presently he came 
down again and went directly to the basement. 
After another brief wait, footsteps were again 
heard descending the stairs. A small, elderly 
German, wearing a long-tailed coat of old-fash- 
ioned cut, entered the room. His thin face wore 
a mild, harmless expression. The top of his 
head was completely bald, with thin gray hair 
hung down behind. Old King Brady at once 
recognized Dr. Muller from the description he 
had received of the man. He also saw that the 
fringe of hair was false and gummed on to the 
scalp; very skillfully done, too, and well calcu- 
lated to deceive. 

“Dr. Muller?” asked the old detective as the 
man entered the roop 

“Yes, sir. And who are you?” 

It had all come so easy that the old detective 
now regretted having disguised. He determined 
on the spur of the moment to declare himself 
and to at once arrest his man. He accordingly 
flung back the lapel of his coat and displayed 
his shield. But this did not seem to bother the 
old German any. 

“Oh! A detective, I perceive,” he said with- 
out the least sign of excitement. “And what is 
it you want with me?” 

“Dr. Muller, you are under arrest,” said Old 
King Brady, sternly. “You will prepare to ac- 
company me to the police station.” 

And still the doctor showed no sign of excite- 
ment. 

“Under arrest,” he repeated. “And may I 
inquire what for?” 

“Under the name of Dr. Fugleman you were 
a passenger on the steamer Colima up from 
Mazatlan. You are wanted in connection with 
the murder of Gus Philips, the purser. No fur- 
ther explanation is needed, I presume.” 

“You have a warrant, I suppose?” demanded 
the doctor. 

“None is needed. Make no resistance or it will 
be the worse for you.” 

“My dear man, I have no such intention, I 
assure you. I scaregly knew the purser. Of 
course the charge is absurd. Still I am pre- 
pared to accompany you, for if my name has 
been mixed up with the matter of that man’s 
death, I want to put myself right at once.” 

“You talk like a sensible man. You will now 
come with me.” 

“But permit me to change my coat and get 
my hat.” 

“In my presence—yes.” 

“Then be good enough to step upstairs to my 
laboratory.” 

“Lead the way,” said Old King Brady, “but 
beware how you attempt any trick, for I am 
prepared’ to take you out of this house dead or 
alive.” 

“Ha!” exclaimed the doctor, “and is the evi- 
dence against me as strong as that?” 

“Just as strong as that.” 

“Indeed. But come, I shall make no resistance. 
You are a bigger and a better man physically 
than me; what would be the use?” 

And Old King Brady followed him upstairs, 
: where they entered a room fitted up as a chem- 
ist’s laboratory in the usual style. But there 
were a few peculiarities about its furnishing 
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which did not fail to attract the old detective’s 
instant attention. One was a big skylight; an- 
other was a complete human skeleton which 
hung -suspended from a peculiar frame. But 
what seemed of more importance were five glass 
jars filled with some sort of brownish liquid. 
These jars stood in a row upon a little shelf 
under the skylight, and instead of labels each 
bore a number, running from one to five. Of 
course it would have been strange if Old King 
Brady had not thought of those mysterious 
words: 

“Five Jars!” 

The doctor walked to a closet, and opening it, 
removed his coat and hung it on a nail. Tak- 
ing another down he put it on. Old King Brady, 
watching, expected to see him reach for a hat 
which hung on a peg, and indeed he did put up 
his hand. Then all in an instant he whirled 
about and flung something with great violence. 
It was done so quick that the old detective could 
not see what it was. The doctor’s aim must have 
been unerring, for it hit Old King Brady directly 
in the mouth. There was a crack of glass, and 
a pungent odor filled the room, and the old de-_ 
tective felt a tickling sensation in the nostrils. 
Angered, of course, Old King Brady made a rush 
for the doctor. Again he lost. The old rascal 
jumped into the closet with catlike quickness. 
He pulled the door shut after him. When the 
detective got there a key had been turned. 

“You come out of that if you know when you 
are well off!” shouted Old King Brady. “Come © 
out or I’ll break the down down!” 

But even as he said it he began to realize that 
he had no power to do anything of the sort. 
A terrible weakness had seized him. His head 
was reeling. The fragments of a sealed ‘test 
tube of very thin glass lay scattered about the 
floor. But there was no sign to indicate that 
it had contained any liquid. Only too well Old 
King Brady realized that the contents must have 
been some subtle gas. The room was now filled 
with it—he was breathing it. Suddenly all con- 
sciousness left him, and Old King Brady dropped 
heavily to the floor. 


CHAPTER XII.—Conclusion. 


Satisfied that Reginald Love had really gone 
to sleep again, Harry got up and went into the 
other room where Alice sat just around the cor- 
ner of the doorway. 

“Botheration!” he exclaimed. “Just as I 
thought I was going to get something he has 
gone to sleep again on me.” 

“Be patient, Harry. Remember what the man 
has been through,” Alice replied. 

“T am trying to be patient, but here just when 
we come to the interesting part the talk stops.” 

“He will wake up again.” 

“Yes, but it may be a couple of hours.” 

“We must wait. Anyway, it is a great thing 
that each time he has awakened out of one of 
these sleeps his head is clearer.” 

“That is so.” 

They waited for nearly an hour, but still Love 
showed no sign of awakening. Once more Dr. 
Whitemeyer came in. He listened to what had 
occurred with great interest. : 
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= “It would be madness to arouse him,” he said. 

He is making great headway, and it is these 
sleeps which are doing the work. You can only 
wait, and in the meantime, for your comfort, let 
me say that I am expecting a male nurse, whom 
I telephoned for this nurse, to arrive any mo- 
ment. If he comes, and you want to slip out for 
a while, so so. My opinion is that Love will 
awaken this time with his memory practically 
restored.” 

Harry looked at Alice. 7 

“We might go down there to Vallejo street and 
see what we can do,” he said. “I should like 
mighty well to be able to report to the Governor 
that we had arrested Dr. Fugleman.” : 

The nurse soon came, and as Love was still 
sleeping,, they concluded to do this. It seemed 
good to Harry to get outside again after his 
long siege in the sick room. With Alice, Harry 
now proceeded to Vallejo street, and they walked 
along the block where she had met Dr. Fugle- 


man. 

“And like enough he is in one of these houses 
now, if we only knew which one,” remarked 
Harry. 

Just then they saw a doctor’s carriage come 
around the corner of Mason street. It stopped 
in front of a house just below where they stand- 
ing. An alert-looking young man, with a medi- 
cine case, sprang out and ran up the steps, 
after which a colored man, who was driving, went 
away. 

“There is a doctor now,” remarked Alice. 
“Suppose we ring his bell and ask him what he 
knows about Dr. Muller?” And they did. 

The name on the sign was Dr. Jackson. Harry 
pulled the bell and inquired of the servant who 
appeared in answer for the doctor. They were 
shown into his office. Harry came directly to 
business and told Dr. Jackson who they were. 

“We are working on a very important case, 
doctor,” he said. “It has brought us up against 
an elderly German who passes under two names, 
Dr. Muller and Dr. Fugleman. We have reason 
to believe that he lives on this block. If you could 
put us right as to his address I should be very 
greatly obliged.” 

“Well, I can,” replied Dr. Jackson, emphatical- 
ly. “Dr. Muller lives in the first house next to 
the vacant lot across the way. Describe your 
man, Mr. Brady.” 

Harry did so. Dr. Jackson promptly said that 
he had accurately described Dr. Muller except 
for his hair; adding: “He is bald and wears a 
fringe of gray hair rather long at the back of 
his head.” 

“False, perhaps,” suggested Harry. “What 
about the man, if you don’t object to talking 
about your neighbors?” 

“I don’t object. The man poisoned a valuable 
dog of mine, as I believe, so I don’t love him. He 
is an expert chemist, but he does no business. 
He is away much of the time. They saw he 
is rich. What has the doctor done to set the de- 
tectives after him?” 

“Did you read of the defalcation of the purser 
of the steamer Colima and his singular death in 
the Occidental Hotel?” 

SEs 

“Well, then, we connect Dr. Muller with that 
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affair. He came up from Mexico on that steamer 
under the assumed name of Dr. Fugleman.” 

“Go for him,” said the doctor. “He poisoned 
my dog, and I know it.” 

Harry and Alice pulled out. They had scarcely 
descended the doctor’s steps when they saw the 
pock-marked Chinaman come out of Dr. Muller’s 
house carrying a basket on his arm. Dr. Jackson 
had informed them just as they were leaving 
that Dr. Muller lived alone in the house with 
only one Chinese servant. 

“Look, Alice,” said Harry, “there goes the 
Chink; perhaps he has left the door unfastened. 
Suppose we sneak in?” 

“Tl go you,” replied Alice. 

They waited for the Chinaman to turn the 
corner of Mason street, and then crossing, slipped - 
into the doctor’s area. The door was not un- 
fastened, but Harry easily opened it with his 
skeleton keys. The house was as silent as the 
grave. Resolved to put the job through now, 
Harry and Alice went from room to room as 
noiselessly as possible. At last they struck the top 
floor. Pausing on the landing to listen, they 
could hear someone moving about in the room 
directly opposite. 

“It is now or never,” breathed Harry, and he 
moved towards the door. 

“Softly he grasped the knob and turned it. 
The door opened slightly. Harry peered through. 
There was Dr. Muller with his back turned. He 
was in the act of picking up a box which lay 
open on the floor by a couch, but he instantly 
wheeled about. Old King Brady lay pale and 
limp on the couch under the Five Jars. Harry 
was so infuriated that he sprang at the old 
rascal and gripped him by the throat. At the 
same moment Alice rushed towards the old de- 
tective. Harry meant business. He simply 
choked Dr. Muller into insensibility. Harry hand- 
cuffed him. Alice ran to call the patrol wagon, 
and also to telephone Dr. Whitemeyer, for they 
could not doubt that Old King Brady, who was 
quite unconscious, had been treated the same as 
Gus Philips and young Love. The police car- 
ried off the doctor, who promptly revived. 

But it was two hours before Dr. Whitemeyer’s 
antidote brought Old King Brady back to life. 
The old detective always declared that he had 
been two hours dead. But he came back to life 
quite himself again, and the first thing Harry 
had to tell him was good news. For Young 
King Brady emptied the Five Jars. In each 
jar was found a portion of the diamonds. Love, 
who was nearly well, when they next saw him, 
told them that while he lay on the couch he saw 
Dr. Muller and Philips putting the diamonds 
into the jars. 

Old King Brady went for the doctor for all 
he was worth. A portion of the funds stolen 
from the steamer safe was found in the doctor’s 
safe. He got fifteen years in San Quentin in 
spite of his wealth. Old King Brady gave Love 
a hundred dollars and told him to turn over a 
new leaf, which he did. Rosenberg & Ickelstein 
got back their diamonds and paid a good big 

ill. 


Next week’s issue will contain “THE BRADYS 
AND THE HIDDEN ROOM; or, TRACING A 
MYSTERIOUS CLEW.” 
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CURRENT NEWS 


ALASKA’S FOX RANCHES 


Raising blue foxes for their skins started in 
Alaska on one of the Pribilof group twenty years 
ago from stock brought from Greenland, their 
natural habitat. For ten years the industry made 
little progress. 

At present 205 islands äre fox ranches, over 
half a million invested in stock and equipment, 
while the farmers realize about $200,000 annually 
from the sale of pelts. An unprecedented in- 
crease in the demand for blue fox furs is due, 
according to Northwest furriers. 

Islands from 1,500 acres down may be leased 
for an annual payment of $25 for farming. They 
are barren and bleak as a rule. On islands 
where totems and native burial grounds are 
found these plots must be fenced off and care- 
fully protected. 

Alaskan blue fox pelts are said to be the best 
in the world. 


THE OPOSSUM IS QUEER 
The Virginia opossums (the only species occur- 
ring in the United Statet) have from five to four- 
teen young, which at first are naked, formless lit- 
tle objects, so firmly attached to the teats in their 
mother’s pouch that they cannot be shaken loose. 
Later, when they obtain a coating of hair, they 
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are miniature replicas of the adults, but continue 
to occupy the pouch until the swarming family be- 
comes too large for it. The free toes of the 
opossums are used like hands for grasping, and 
the young cling firmly to the fur of their mother 
while being carried about in her wanderings. They 
are rather slow-moving, stupid animals, which 
seek safety by their retiring nocturnal habits and 
by non-resistance when overtaken by an enemy. 
This last trait gave origin to the familiar term, . 
“playing opossum.” 

While hunting at daybreak I once encountered 
an unusually large old male opossum on his way 
home from a night in the forest. When we met, 
he immediately stopped and stood with hanging 
head and tail and half-closed eyes. I walked up 
and, after watching him for several minutes with- 
out seeing the slightest movement, put my foot 
against his side and gave a slight push. He 
promptly fell flat and lay limp and apparently 
dead. 

The opossum has always been a favorite game 
animal in the Southern States, and figures largely 
in the songs and folk-lore of the Southern negroes. 
In addition, its remarkable peculiarities have ex- 
cited so much popular interest that it has be- 
come one of the most widely known of American 
animals. 
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FOR HIS GOOD NAME 


R O 
THE CHASE AROUND THE WORLD 


By TOM FOX 


(A Serial Story.) 


CHAPTER IX.— (Continued). 


It was a bright morning when the vessel steam- 
ed into the harbor, and the two young Amer- 
icans, standing well forward on the deck, for a 
little time forgot the cause of their visit to this 
Eastern clime as they looked upon the wonders 
of the great town, its famous city hall, its mag- 
nificent library, its bazaars, its docks, forts, 
churches, mosques, synagogues and pagodas. It 
was a wonderful sight for Western eyes to rest 
upon, and the two boys scarcely breathed while 
taking in its beauties. 

When they went on shore they at once made 
their way to a tavern kept by an Englishman. 
The city and provinces are all under British rule, 
and there is never any trouble in finding Eng- 
speaking people. 

“I don’t suppose there is the slightest chance 
that the rogues we are following suspect that we 
are after them,” said Dave, when they had eaten 
a meal at their stopping place, “and it is very 
likely that they think we are on our way to 
Australia on a sailing vessel, as we would no 
doubt have been had it not been; for that honest 
Irish cabman, who was almost offended when we 
made him take some money for his kindness. They 
certainly will not be looking for us, while we will 
have our eyes wide open for them all the time, 
but for all that it will pay us to look on all sides 
for them and to get out of sight if we spot them, 
and in that way we will not alarm them until we 
are ready to put our hands on them.” 

“That’s right,” assented Jack. à 

Jack had secured a guidebook of the city, and 
armed with this they started out to go first to the 
police and then to the banks. 

When they got out upon the street they were 
stopped by an enormous religious procession, such 
as are quite common in Bombay. _ z 

Chariots, elephants, dancing, girls, musicians 
playing weird tunes on odd instruments, and 
priests and fakirs in strange costumes, bewil- 
dered the eyes of the two young Americans, and 
they stood almost open-mouthed to view the won- 
ders that were passing by. 

An immense crowd followed the procession, and 
when the two boys tried to make their way out of 
the crush and go about their business, the push- 
ing and twisting to which they were subjected 
was such that in a moment they were wildly sepa- 
rated from one another, 

Pushed this way and that by the struggling 
thousands who were massed on all sides of them, 
the two boys were torn widely apart, and when 
at length Dave managed to thrust his way 
through a small opening on the outskirts of the 
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yelling, applauding mob and took in a long breath 
before he looked around for Jack. 

Several dancing girls in brilliant draperies went 
whirling past, and looking through their ranks 
Dave thought he caught sight of Jack on the 
other side of the Indian girls who were moving 
gracefully to the weird music, and with the idea 
that he might be able to rejoin him, he ran around 
the tail of the procession and started up on the 
other side of it in the direction of the location 
where he believed his companion to be. 

Fakirs and priests and other members of the 
odd procession got in his way more than once and 
cut him off, but he managed to get occasional 
glimpses of the solid figure in a cutaway. coat 
somewhere ahead of him, and kept on trying to 
get near enough to shout to his friend. 

In this way, sometimes nearer and sometimes 
farther from the figure ahead Dave Mantell was 
carried on for over half a mile from where he 
first became separated from Jack, and at length 
managed to make a spurt and range up close to 
the person in the cutaway coat, who turned 
around at that moment and slowed a face that 
was totally strange to Dave. 

The latter could see that the young man he had 
been chasing up was either American or English, 
and built and clothed somewhat like Jack Forrest, 
.but it was not his friend, and Dave wondered how 
he was going to find him. 

He stood still and allowed the procession to 
swing past, and then took a look around him. 

Not a hundred feet away he saw one of the 
most magnificent pagodas in the city of Bombay. 
It was so strikingly beautiful that the boy could 
not help staring at it, and he was so much im- 
pressed with its external beauty that he immedi- 
ately felt a desire to have a brief glimpse of the 
interior. 

He wondered what it was, and made up his 
mind that it was some sort of show place, giving 
an exhibition. He had seen such structures, but 
much less elaborate, at Coney Island, where dif- 
ferent sorts of entertainments were given, and 
he confidently expected that he would see the in- 
terior of a theatre when he passed the doorway. 
Having decided to have a look at the interior he 
quickly walked up the steps which were of marble 
and passed through a small corridor into a spa- 
cious room. 

Now, in the most innocent way in the world, 
Dave Mantell had committed a crime the instant 
he entered the doorway of the pagoda, for it was 
a religious temple where no Christian was ever 
admitted, and even the priests and worshippers 
who frequented the edifice were commanded by 
law to remove their shoes and put on slippers be- 
fore they entered the sacred precincts. 

But, of course, Dave knew nothing of this, and 
walked through the room in which he found him- 
self, and then passed through another doorway 
into a large central apartment where a dozen 
priests were going through some religious ob- 
servances, chanting and droning. 

Half a dozen of them turned towards the young 
American aş he walked in, and for a moment they 
seemed frozen with horror at the thought that 
their temple had been desecrated. 


(To be Continued.) 
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CAT ACROBAT BORN WITH TWENTY- 
THREE CLAWS 


Brooklyn bids for fame to-day with an an- 
nouncement by Miss Vera Kane, the four-year- 
old daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Kane of 
1439 Seventy-seventh street, of her adoption of 
an acrobatic kitten, Woof by name, who is four 
weeks old and has twenty-three claws. Ordinary 
kittens have but twenty. Three of Woof’s paws 
are equipped with six claws each. Five is the 
usual number in Brooklyn and elsewhere. 

Woof can walk on her hind legs and turn cart- 
wheels. Her fur is mostly striped gray, but her 
throat is white and her extra claws make three 
of her feet appear as though she had on galoshes. 
Woof originally belonged to a neighbor. Her 
mother is a respectable tabby with only an or- 
dinary complement of claws. 


BURIED POOR, LEAVES $10,000. 

For five years Louis Fields, seventy-two, got 
$15 a week in a Salvation Army bric-a-brac shop 
at No. 517 West Forty-seventh street. He lived 
alone in a scantily furnished rear room at No. 
436 West Fiftieth street. - 

He died recently in Bellevue Hospital of pneu- 
monia. The Salvation Army buried him in a 
charity grave at Mount Olivet. Yesterday it de- 
veloped he was worth $10,000. His bankbook 
showed a balance of $4,700, and investigation dis- 
closed $2,000 in Liberty bonds and realty in the 
Bronx, valued at $3,300. 

The property was willed to an only son, Allan, 
whom the father had not seen in seven years. 
The Salvation Army is trying to find him. Dur- 
ing the war he was said to have been employed 
in a Government ‘chemical plant on Long Island. 


LIVE CHICKS SHIPPED AFAR 


Through Ohio, Indiana and Iowa hundreds of 
thousands of live chicks, but a few days out of 
their shells, are shipped to Manitoba, Canada, 
every spring. The seasons are so late up there, 
says Consul General Brittain, in a statement to 
the Department of Commerce, that it is difficult 
to procure fertile eggs in sufficient quantities 
early enough to supply the demand for youngs 
chickens and to produce birds for breeding pur- 
poses. The snow remains on the ground until 
April and the chickens cannot get out on their 
runs until late, and in order to obtain young 
chicks at an early date, large quantities are im- 
ported from this country as early as March. 
Heated cars keep the youngsters warm, and gen- 
erally speaking the loss in consequence of the long 
haul and bad weateer is insignificant. 


PTOLEMY’S TAX SECRETS SOUGHT 


Translation of 50 sheets of papyri, dated in the 
reign of Ptolemy of Philadelphus, but perhaps 


‘written many years earlier, was begun Oct. 16, 


at the University of Pennsylvania Museum by 
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Dr. Nathaniel Reich, formerly of the University 
of Vienna, said to be one of the only three schol- 
ars capable. of reading Demotic, which was the 
shorthand of hieroglyphics. 

The sheets were found in sealed cylinders or 
jars in the forecourt of a tomb at Thebes by Dr. 
Clarence Stanley Fisher, and Egyptologists have 
been waiting impatiently for nearly a year to 
learn the secrets of ancient Egypt hidden in the 
mystic writing. The announcement that Dr. Reich 
had accepted the task was made recently by Dr. 
George Byron Gordon. š 

Demotic, is was explained. was used for official 
documents and other records which required a 
shorter and more compact form of writing than 
the heiroglyphics, which weve vsed for inserip- 
tions on monuments. 

Enough decinherine has been done on the sheets 
to ascertain that they contain information as to 
how taxes were levied and collected in Pto'emy’s 
reign. Modern economists are particularly in- 
terested in this. as the svstem was said to hate 
been so evenly distributed that it brought in tre- 
mendous revenues with no apparent hardships to 
any class. 


“Mystery Magazine” 


SEMI-MONTHLY 10 CENTS A COPY 
— LATEsT ISSUES 


111 TRAPPING THE SMUGGLERS, by Beulah Poynter, 
112 THE MISSING EVIDENCE. by Harold F, Podhaskt. 
113 A CLUE BY RADIO, by Capt. Jack Static, 

114 THE DISTRICT ATTORNEY’S SECRET, by 


Chas. F. Oursler. $ 


115 A MAN FROM HEADQUARTERS, by Hamilton 
Craigie. = 

116 THE GIRL IN THE CASE. by Carl Glick. 

117 A SCIENTIFIC DETECTIVE, by Donald George 
McDonald. 

118 NUMBER NINE QUEER STREET, by Jack 
Bechdolt. 

119 TRAILED BY A PRIVATE DETECTIVE, by 


Gottlieb Jacobs. 
The Famous Detective Story Out Today In 120 Is 
THE MOUSE TRAP 
By EDITH SESSIONS TUPPER 


HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc. 
106 West 23d Street, : New York City 


“Moving Picture Stories” 
A Weekly Magazine Devoted to Photoplays and Players 
PRICE SEVEN CENTS PER COPY 


Each number contains Four Stories of the Best Films 
on the Screens — Elegant Half-tone Scenes from the 
Plays — Interesting Articles About Prominent People 
in the Films — Doings of Actors and Actresses in the 
Studio and Lessons in Scenario Writing. 


HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisner, ine. . 
i66 West 23d St., New York 


24 SECRET 


ZEB’S STRATAGEM 


By D. W. STEVENS 


Zebulon White, or “Zeb,” as he was invariably 
4 ‘led, was not quite a dozen years old when he 
w ame the hero of the following exploit: 

“he parents of Zeb settled in Ohio when he was 
sy ‘nfant, the date being near the close of the 
eighteenth century. > 

At the time to which I refer there were three 
children—Jack, two years younger than Zeb, and 
a sister, Jennie, two years younger than Jack. 

The settlers were exposed to the stealthy visits 
of small bands of marauders, who would steal 
many miles through the woods, strike the lonely 
eabin of the pioneer, and then flee with such pre- 
cipitancy and swiftness that not the slightest 
prospect of success accompanied the most vigor- 
ous pursuit. 

One day Mrs. White was as busy as usual about 
her household duties, while her husband was chop- 
ping wood a half mile distant. 

The nearest neighbor was fully four miles off, 
so that it will be understood the family lived pret- 
ty much within themselves. 

At noon Zeb White started with a small basket 
to take the dinner to his father, his companions 
being Jack and Jennie. 

It was a clear, pleasant day in spring, and the 
youngsters were in the highest spirits, laughing, 
shouting and chasing each other through the 
woods and playing all sorts of games—that is, so 
far as their limited facilities would permit. 

The parents of the children, whose experience 
on the frontier had given them the most valuable 
kind of knowledge, felt only a slight misgiving 
now and then, for years had passed since the set- 
tlements had received any serious injury from the 
Shawnees, their most dreaded neighbors. 

But these tiger-like excursions, which the red 
men sometimes made from their hunting-grounds, 
sent a shiver of apprehension through every par- 
ent, as he or she looked upon the precious little 
ones. 

On this day, however, John White, when he 
ceased swinging his axe and buried its edge deep 
in the heart of the mighty oak, listened to the 
merry laughter and shouts of his children with- 
out a single thought of any possible danger 
threatening them. 

When they came up, he kissed each one in turn, 
and especially fondled Jennie, who was the baby 
of the family. 

He listened to their chatter a minute, said some 
funny things to make them laugh, and then, plac- 
ing them in a safe position, he felled the oak, 
while they stood awed and silent as the ponderous 

“orest king came down to the earth with a crash 
that sent limbs, leaves and dust into the air. 

Then the happy pioneer seated himself on the 
fallen trunk, and, while Jack ran to the brook te 
fetch him some cold, sparkling water in the cup, 
the father began “discussing” the lunch, as they 
say, with an appetite such as many a king would 
give a fortune to possess. 

The children had been to dinner before leaving 
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home, so they had nothing to do but to frolic and 
play until tired. . 

Naturally enough, they soon wearied of that 
particular locality, and went further up the 
stream, until they had reached a point probably 
a fourth of a mile away, where they stopped and 
engaged in-the popular game.of “hide-and-seek.” 

This went along for a considerable while, until 
it came the turn of the brothers to hide, while 
little Jennie was to hunt them out. 


The bright-eyed girl was not so quick as her 
brothers in unearthing those who concealed them- 
selves, and they were, therefore, somewhat care- 
less when it became their privilege to set her 
hunting. ; 

Jack and Zeb placed themselves behind a large 
tree, and peeped out.in rather a reckless way at 
their sister, while she looked here, there, and, as 
it seemed, everywhere, excepting the right place 
for them. 

“Where are you?” called out Jennie, in a per- 
plexed voice, as she moved slowly along, peeping 
to the right and left. 

The boys couldn’t afford to locate themselves 
definitely, but Zeb whistled and Jack coughed and 
then snickered, by way of giving her a gentle hint 
of the proper place to look. 

Thus it came about that Jennie White was 
within a hundred feet of the lads on a rising 
piece of ground, and was still groping along when 
the boys, to their consternation and dismay, saw 
a single Indian suddenly run forward from the 
other portion of the woods, catch up Jennie and 
dash away with her. 

It was all done so quickly that they could 
scarcely realize its occurrence until after she had 
gone from their sight and they heard her outcry, 


` quickly checked by the hand of her captor. Then 


Zeb seemed to rouse to a full realization of the 
terrible truth. 

“Jack,” he said, “run and tell father and I'll 
follow the Indian. Quick, run as you never run 
before.” 

The little fellow obeyed, for he was in an agony 
of terror and grief at the impending loss of his 
beloved sister. 

John White had resumed the swinging of his 
axe when his ashen-faced Jack came panting and 
gasping through the woods. 

“Oh, father, the Indians have run off with Jen- 
nie, and Zeb is chasing them!” he called out, the 
instant he saw his parent. 

The latter caught the particulars in a second or 
two, and calming the fearful throbbing of his 
heart, asked himself what to do. 

His rifle was at his home, a half-mile away, and 
to go after it would involve a loss of time, which 
was likely to be fatal to the recapture of his child. 

The same fact prevented any attempt to sum- 
mon his neighbors. 

Within a half minute after the arrival of Jack, 
the father was on a run through the woods in his 
shirt sleeves, which were rolled up, while his keen 
axe was resting on his shoulder and his hat lay 
where he had flung it upon resuming work in 
chopping. 

The gait of the pioneer was a steady loping 
trot, a good deal like that of the Indians them- 
selves, and little Jack was just able to run in 
front, so as to show the wav. 
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“Right there is where they stole her,” szid the 


lad, as they approached the swell of ground to 
which he pointed. 

John White had been in this kind of business 
when he was youngev, and he had not forgotten 
what he then learned when fighting the wily 
Shawnee in the depths of the g:comy wilderness. 

“There were only two of them,” he added, the 
next moment, as they reached the brook where the 
trail was visible, “and Zeb is close upon them. 
What the boy thinks of doing is more than f can 
guess.” 5 : 

The water was quite shallow and clear, and the 
footprints were easily seen on the bottom, and 
where they had siipped off some of the smooth 
stones. 

“Do you think you can stand it?” abruptly 
asked the pioneer, turning to his boy. 

“Of course I can,” was the prompt reply. “I 
can walk or run all day, and night, too, if you 
want me.” 2 

Walking rapidly, sometimes running, and very 
rarely halting for more than a minute or so, 
father and son continued the strange pursuit, un- 
til it began to grow dark. 

They had gone many miles, and during that 
time they had never caught the first glimpse of 
the Indians, nor of Zeb White himself. 

It followed that the latter must be between the 
warriors and the father of the little captive—a 
fact which led the man to feel great impatience 
at his failure to come up with the party. 

The pioneer saw from the character of the trail, 
which he followed without trouble, that the Shaw- 
nees were making good haste, as though in some 
fear of pursuit. 

Just as it was growing dusk, Mr. White sat 
down on a fallen tree to rest himself, for both 
he and his boy were very tired. 

They had sat thus only a minute or two when 
a rustling of the leaves caused them to look up, 
and Zeb was seen approaching in the back trail. 

His face glowed when he recognized his father 
and brother, and he raised his hand as a warning 
against their-speaking loud. 

“They’re down there in the hollow,” said he, 
taking his seat beside his father, “and they’ve 
camped for the night.” : 

Zeb then explained that he had kept them in 
sight almost all the afternoon, by which it is not 
to be understood that he actually had his eyes 
upon them most of the time. 

To do that he would have been certain to ex- 
pose himself to the redmen, who were as quick 
of sight as he. 

But he was near them continually, and now and 
then caught glimpses of the party through the 
forest, taking particular pains that the view 
should consist of the barest possible glimpses 
only. 

Zeb knew that his father would be close after 
him, and when the warriors went into camp he 
started back to meet him. 

“You haven’t any gun, father?” he remarked, 
in an inquiring tone, adding, as he picked up the 
axe, “but this has a keen edge.” 

“Yes, and I can do as well with it as with a 

” 

“I think you can do better.” 

“What do you mean?” 


t 
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“Walk right into camp, with this axe on your 
shoulder, and tell them they must give up Jennie.” 

“But they won’t be likely to do that without a 
fight.” f 

“Give them to understand that you have plenty 
of help at your back—that won’t be wroug, will 
it?—and it’s the only way they can save them- 
selves from being massacred.” 

“The idea is a good one, for if they refuse then 
I can pitch in with my axe.” 

This curious plan was carried out to the letter, 
some little additions being agreed upon as to the 
precise method. : 

A half hour later, when it was fully dark, John 
White waiked out from the gloom cf the woods 
with his axe on his shoulder, and strode up to the 
Indian camp. 

The warriors were seated near the fire smok- 
ing, and started up as they detected the approach, 
but he cailed out: A 

“Don’t stir, or you’re dead men. Sit still and 
we wiil let you alone.” 

Just then Zeb White, as had been agreed upon, 
said to Jack, assuming the gruffest voice pos- 
sible: 

“Keep your gun out of my face, Bill. 
Sam!” 

At that moment, too, Jack, as he had been in- 
structed, broke in with: 

“S! Keep still. I’ve got that Indian sure.” 

It is hardiy to be supposed that the Shawnees 
fully understood the words spoken, but they cer- 
tainly gained the idea that several men were close 
at hand, and had them covered with their guns, 
so that a mere touch of the triggers would launch 
the two warriors into eternity. 

When, therefore, the pioneer stepped forward, 
and, picking up his overjoyed Jennie in his arms 
walked away, the redmen ventured no objection, 
but sat as if transfixed, wendering, no doubt, 
whether the whites who had them at their mercy, 
would not show that treachery which comes so 
naturally to the American Indian under similar 
circumstances. 

But the father and his three children started 
on the back trail and traveled until all were 
tired out. The distance was too far to reach 
home that night, and the wife and mother suf- 
fered a distress which can scarcely be imagined. 

But all arived safely the next day, when the 
extraordinary story was known. 

It may be doubted whether there is another 
similar incident in the history of the frontier, 
where two fully armed and undoubtedly brave 
warriors were compelled to give up a prisoner by 
a man and two little boys, not one of the rescuing 
party having such a thing as a firearm about him. 


Stop that, 


DRIVES 2,085 MILES IN TWENTY-FOUR 
HOURS 


The world’s record for driving for twenty-four 
hours was broken by a driver named Duff in a 
standard Bentley car with a four-seater body at 
Brooklands, England. 

He covered 2,085 miles in twenty-four hours, 
breaking the previous record by eight miles. His 
average speed was 87 miles an hour. 

Duff did the driving in two periods of twelve 
hours each with a night’s interval. 
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ITEMS OF INTEREST 


BOYS FISH FOR CHICKENS 


‘John Chika of No. 86 Gold street, New Britain, 
Conn., has at last discovered by what fell route 
his chickens have been disappearing. Apprised 
by a steady squawking outside his house the other 
aay he looked out the window and saw a fat capon 
being hauled off at the end of a fish line. In 
short, the rude boys of the neighborhood have 
been baiting hooks with choice morsels of meat, 
luring away his fowls. Somehow they were never 
returned. Chika complained to the police. 


TENNYSON GREAT SMOKER 

Alfred ‘lennyson, poet laureate of England, 
was a great smoker. He did not affect cigars. 
His joy was in a pipe of genuine Virginia to- 
bacco. The common clay pipe was his choice. 
In his literary den he had a box full of white 
clay pipes, says the Huntington, W. Va., Adver- 
tiser. Filting one of these, he would smoke until 
it was empty, break it in twain, and throw the 
fragments into another box prepared for their 
reception. Then he would pull another pipe from 
its straw or wooden inclosure, fill it, light it, and 
destroy it as the one before. He would not smoke 
a pipe the second time. 

But Tennyson had a great store of pipes of 
other styles, mostly presents from admirers and 
friends. ‘he visitor had his choice, be it a hook- 
ah marghile, meerschaum, or dhudeen. He also 
was familiar with all grades of smoking tobacco, 
and a guest could select at will Latakia, Connec- 
ticut leaf, Perique, Lone Jack, Michigan, Killi- 
kinick, Highlander, or any of the English brands. 

Milton was a smoker, too. When composing 
“Paradise Lost” it is said that he never retired 
for the night without first having his pipe of to- 
bacco and a glass of water. 


ATE 1,000 OYSTERS AT MEAL AND LIVED 

The oyster feasts, which mark the opening of 
the season at Whitstable, produce some interest- 
ing records jn the consumption of this delicacy, 
but it is scarcely likely that existing records will 
be broken. Frank Buckland told of a Cockney 
enthusiast who ate 870 oysters without injurious 


’ 


~I get more’n you,” replied Johnny. 


SERVICE 


consequences to himse:i. Another 1ecoru was set 
up by Sieur Luperte, who put away thirty-two 
aozen oysters and then began his dinner, “behav- 
ing like a starving man.” Ihe real records, how- 
ever, belong to the Koman times. Seneca is said 
to have consumed hundreds of oysters a day, and 
Vitellys is alleged to have eaten a thousand at a 
meal. 

Stories such as these require much more swal- 
lowing than the oysters do, but there is an au- 
thentic record of a young lady who, at Brighton 
in November, 1806, uncertook to consume “300 
oysters with a proportion of bread” for her sup- 
per. In those days-it was possible to set up 
records at a reasonably cheap rate, since dealers 
were then auvertising “the choicest of oysters, 
picked, fat, and green, for three shillings a 
barrel.” 

Perhaps the cheapness was due to the fact that 
oyster-dredging then was frequently but a side- 
line, acting as a blind for the more profitable oc- 
cupation of smuggling. French brandy was 
brought in by “oyster dredgers” and transferred 
to British boats or ports as opportunity arose. 


LAUGHS 


“Women as a rule are more temperate than 
men.” ‘Yes, but they are also more fond of their 
glass.” 


“Saw my husband downtown to-day, but passed ` 
him. I didn’t recognize him.” “How was that?” 
“He was smiling.” 


Elsie—After I wash my face I look in the mir- 
ror to see if it’s clean. Don’t you? Bobby—Don’t 
have to. I look at the towel. 


“Tm going to get lots of Christmas presents,” 
said little Willie. “I’ve got three uncles.” “Bet 
: “My sister’s 
got six beaux.” 


“Strategy,” said Private Murphy, up before the 
sergeant for examination, “is whin ye don’t let 
the inimy discover that ye are out av ammunis- 
hun, but kape on firin’!” 


“I am soliciting contributions for the Drunk- 
ards’ Home,” began the charity worker. “Sure,” 
replied the woman of the house.. “There’s my 
husband. Take him.” 


Waiter—What’ll you have? Rube Jayseen— 
Waal, I don’t know which to take, whether roast 
beef, veal or mutton. Waiter—Take corn beef 
hash, and yer’ll get ther whole lot. 


“Since I learned to run my own automobile,” 
said Scadsbeigh, “my acquaintance has extended,” 
“How so?” inquired his friend. “I have come in 
contact with so many people.” 


“I have decided,” said young Sapleigh, serious- 
ly, “to begin shaving.” “In that case,” she ad- 
vised, “you should follow that old hunter’s rule.” 
“And that is?” “First catch your hare!” 


` 
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GOOD READING 


THREE BROTHERS MEET AFTER 53-YEAR 
LAPSE 

In 1869 two brothers shook hands with their 
parents, eight other brothers and five sisters, and 
went out from a little farm in Fountain County, 
Indiana, each to shift for himself. J. W. Miller 
was twenty-five and his brother, A. H., twenty- 
three, and both had fought through the Civil War. 

Recently the two, together with a third brother, 
Joe, who was nineteen when they left home, met 
in Des Moines at the Grand Army of the Re- 
public National Encampment for the first time 
since that parting back in 1869. y 

Joe iives in Des Moines, but did not know his 
brothers were coming. A. H., now seventy-six 
years old, arrived Monday with a delegation from 
Parsons, Kan., and the two got together. Then 
J. W., now seventy-eight, came in from Port- 
land, Ore. A. H. didn’t know him, but Joe spied 
him and let out a whoop heard for blocks. 


3-FOOT OYSTER SHELLS 

Giant fossil oyster shelis, said by scientists to 
be more than 400,000 years old and some of them 
measuring more than three feet in diameter, have 
been discovered in a clay bank in Starr County, 
Texas, near a petrified forest. 

The fossils were found in a clay and shell bank 
about 1,000 feet above sea level. Some of the 
specimens have been sent to the Smithsonian In- 
stitution and others to the Public Health Service. 

Scientists declare that huge reptiles swam in 
the waters which covered the lower Rio Grande 
valley in the paleozoic age and that the large 
oysters lodged in the gravel banks along the sea- 
shore in what is now Starr and Zapata Counties. 

Near the fossil bank are hundreds of petrified 
trees, some of them four feet in diameter. In this 
forest is a variety of oak now extinct in this part 
of the country. 


WOMAN WALKS ELEVEN MILES A DAY 
DOING HOUSEWORK 

An experiment conducted recently at Cornell 
University in connection with the “Better Homes 
in America” movement resulted in some inter- 
esting discoveries on the distance a woman walks 
in the course of her ordinary household duties in 
an average private family. In checking up by 
means of a pedometer it was found that a house- 
wife waiked about eleven miles a day doing house 
cleaning, working in the kitchen and laundry and 
caring for the baby. 

By introducing a tea cart to reduce the num- 
ber of trips incident to carrying food, dishes and 
other household articles it was found that the 
housekeeper’s pedometer registered a distance of 
only five and three-quarters miles for the day, or 
about half the distance traveled when the con- 
yeyer was not used. : : 

The figures represent a saving of four miles 
a day in dining room and kitehen work and a 
mile and a quarter a day in the nursery. 


SOMETHING ABOUT COPPER 
The age of copper is here. Since this metal’s 
humble beginning in history, back in 1550 B. C., 


when it was being used only for crude vesse\ 
for cooking, industries have been steadily demanid- 
ing larger and larger quantities of copper. It is 
now virtually indispensable. We are using more 
copper than ever. For all practical purposes it 
outshines both silver and gold. Copper is rightly 
considered our real king of metals. 

Yet the average man knows comparatively lit- 
tle about it. He has scarcely any idea of the ex- 
tent to which he and all of us are dependent upon 
it. This is why the Copper and Brass Research 
Association has organized. It will undertake to 
educate every section of the country in the mani- 
fold uses of this seemingly imperishable element. 

Do you know that if all the copper inthe world 
should disappear there would be no electric lights, 
no telephone, no telegraph, not even any door- 
bells? The subway, the elevated train, the trol- 
ley car, almost all urban and interurban trans- 
portation would cease to run. Broadway would 
have to go back to darkness and horse cars. 

The many uses of copper may be imagined from 
the size of its output. It is said that if the United 
States were to cease producing, either all the trol- 
ley cars or all the armies of the world would 
cease operating, for outside of Michigan and 
Montana there is not enough copper in existence 
to supply both. 


In the buildings trade copper is in great de- 
mand on account of its durability. At first glance 
the amount of copper seems to be negligible in 
comparison with iron and steel. It is used for 
such things as roofing, fiashings, cornices, gut- 
ters, drain pipes, leaders and ventilators. These 
are nearly all copper in the large office buildings. 
In the Woolworth Building, which is to-day the 
world’s tallest skyscraper, there is approximately 
a million pounds of copper used for roofings, eie- 
vators and interior decoration. 

In our automobiles the lights, the speedometer 
and the trimmings are usually made of brass. It 
is estimated that each automobile manufactured 
in the United States to-day has from 10 to 200 
pounds of copper in it. Copper is used in all 
steam engines and in Pullman cars. There are 
about 3,000 pounds of copper in the making of 
each railroad engine and 1,400 in each Pullman 
car. 

A hardware company consumes about 8,000,000 
pounds of copper annually. There are pins, bolts, 
hinges, screws, plates, discs, nails, tubings, wires 
and castings of all kinds. In a hardware store 
the choice ranges all the way from a brass pin to 
a 100-pound copper pot—from a brass hairpin to 
a samavar. Even the cuspidor and the brass rail 
of the ex-saloon are represented. 

The greatest quality of copper or brass is its 
durability. The University of Pennsylvania has 
sent out an archaeological expedition which has 
unearthed in Palestine cooking utensils and orna- 
ments used by housewives 2,200 years ago, In 
the same way bronze an copper cooking utensils 
were brought over by the Franciscan monks. In 
the missions of the Southwest and in Mexico 
many of them are still being used. 
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BIGGEST LONG ISLAND TREE 

In a big tree contest, conducted to gather ma- 
terial for a book on “Vegetation of Long Island,” 
it was found that the largest tree on Long Island 
is-a sycamore twenty-four feet in circumference. 
The book is to be written by Norman Taylor, in 
charge of the contest, and will be brought out by 
the Brooklyn Botanic Garden. : : 

The first prize was awarded to Herbert Sim- 
onson of Glen Head. The sycamore is on the 
property of J. N. Hill at Wheatley Hills. 

The second largest tree found was a white oak, 
19 feet and 7 inches in circumference, on the 
property of Paul Costermale, Stony Brook. Third 
prize was awarded to the finders of a sycamore 
18 feet and 4 inches around on the E. J. Bren- 
nan place, St. James. 

There is a manmoth buttonwood tree at Sa- 
gaponack. It js one of the largest of its kind, if 
not the largest, in the State. This tree has a cir- 
cumference of 10 feet and a spread of limbs of 
115 feet. The tree was planted four generations 
ago by Lemuel Howell, great uncle of Thomas C. 
‘Yopping. 


THIEVES GET $25,000 IN PEARL WHITE’S 
HOME 


The New York police searched the other day 
for several groups of burglars who escaped with 
quantities of jewelry from the homes of celebri- 
ties. The victims included Elmer A. Sperry, in- 
ventor, and Pearl White, film star. In another 
case thugs entered the home of Arthur Blake, 
manager of the Isthmian Steamship Lines, who 
lives at 1611 Foster avenue, Brooklyn. The burg- 
lars bound Mrs. Blake, 25 years old, the official’s 
wife, tied her to a chair and escaped with $1,500 
in gems and $165 in cash. 

Mr. Sperry, who lives at 1505 Albemarle road, 
Flatbush, is now traveling in Japan with Mrs. 
Sperry. Their home was ransacked and jewels 
worth $600 were taken. The small haul is due to 
the fact that Mrs. Sperry took many of her val- 
uables with her on the trip. 

Miss White reported to the police that burg- 
lars had entered her apartment on the second 
floor of 18 West Forty-ninth street. She says they 
took $25,000 in diamond rings, watches, bracelets 
and other articles. The, visitors spurned Miss 
White’s $30,000 fur coat, she reported, having 
trampled on it in their operations. They also 
passed up other furs worth $20,000. 


ENDLESS CABLE IS 22% MILES LONG 

With an endless cable 2212 miles in length, the 
Premier Gold Mining Company’s aerial tramway 
which was put into operation in December of last 
year, is believed to be the longest single-rope 
aerial cableway in the world, writes F. H. Mason 
in Popular Mechanics. 

This mine is situated in a rugged mountainous 
country, fifteen miles from Stewart, at the head 
of the Portland Canal, which is the nearest ship- 
ping point to the mine.. During the first 4hree 
months of this year it transported approximate- 
ly 18,000 tons of ore from the mine to Stewart. 


“worth at least $100,00U before he died. 


The tramway has many interesting features. 
It was impracticabie tv vund it in a straight line, 
and there are, therefore, three angle stations, de- 
flecting it 46, 26 and 99 Cegrees respectively, all 
in the same direction, so that the tramway makes 
almost a half turn. The tramway is exactly 
111-4 miles long, and the loading end is 1,837 
feet above the discharging terminal. The main- 
track cable, which carries the loaded buckets is 
1 inch in diameter and so constructed as to be 
particularly smooth. The returning cable, car- 
rying empty buckets and supplies for the mine, 
is 7-8-inch diameter. 

These two cables are supported on 153 towers, 
and at the angle stations and terminals, where 
the tension is adjusted. The running cable is 
made of 5-8-inch plough steel, and is in one piece, 
2242 miles long; it hauls 125 buckets, each of 
which carries about 800 pounds of ore, and is 
operated by a 50-horsepower electric motor. 

The normal running speed is 500 feet per min- 
ute and the starting speed 125 feet per minute. 
This speed is estimated to give the tramway a 
capacity of 100 tons of ore per eight-hour shift, 
but as a matter of fact it is now delivering about 
1,600 tons per week of seven two-shift days. 


LOST GREAT RICHES BY SWAP FOR 
SLAVE 

If Thomas Peacock had ciung to a piece of At- 
lanta real estate tnat he swapped years ago for 
Ran Peacock, a Necro slave, he would have been 

5 But he 
never regretted it, according to his siatement. 

Death now has claimed them both. Mr. Pea- 
cock died a few days ago, and “Uncle Ran” 
passed away the other du, zt the age of eignty- 
three. The property increases in value yearly as 
Atlanta grows, “but it was the best bargain I 
ever made,” was the white man’s remark a few 
years ago when he saw a great office building go- 
ing up on the lot at Whitehall and Alabama 
streets, one of the most valuable corners in the 
city. 

The story behind the trade is that of the affec- 
tion of the old-time Southerner for the slave boy 
who was his especial playmate. Seventy years 
ago, before Lewis Peacock died, in apportioning | 
out his property, he left Ran to his daughter, Mrs. 
Thomas Connolly. Young Thomas Peacock,\a 
few years later, gave his sister his fourth in- 
terest in the Alabama-Whitehall corner for Ran, 
who, as a likely young Negro, was worth around 
$1,500. Mrs. Connolly’s son now swns the lot 
and the Connolly building which stands on it. 
Real estate mea 2e~ the lot itself is worth $400,- 
000 or more. 

Peacock said it was the best bargain he ever 
made, because when he went awey to war he left 
Ran to take care of Mrs. Peacock and the chil- 
dren, and it was Ran who worked tive plantation 
near Atlanta and foraged for the wife and chil- 
dren of his master after Sherman’s soldiers had 
arped the city and stripped the countryside of 
ood. 


CALIFORNIA | 
CONDORS MAY 
NOT BE 

EXTINCT 


The belief that 
the West Coast 
or California con- 
dor, North Amer- 
ica’s largest bird, 
is practically ex- 
tinct must be re- 
vised, for several 
recent news stor- 
ies from towns at 
the month of the 
Columbia River 


bluffs there. j 
The condors no- į 


ticed soaring 
above the exten- 
sive stretch of 
bluffs and sand- 


bars .are very 
large, with a 
wing spread of 


eight or nine feet. 
They are as black 
as the traditional 
German eagle. 

Since the West 
of settled the con- 
dor has gradually 
desceased. The 
chief cause oc- 
curred when stock 
raising became 
common, and pas- | 
ture lands being 
scarce the herds 
were moved into 
the mountainous 
regions. Here coy- 
otes, panthers and 
bears prey upon 
the calves and 
lambs. To rid 
the herds of the 
pests, dead ani- 
mals were poison- 
ed. The condors 
came to feed and 
numbers were 
killed this way 
each year. 

The bird is 
very irregular in 
nesting and pro- 
duces but one 
egg, which does 
not always hatch. 

The condor is 
not an enemy to 
agriculturists, be- 
bause its feet are 
like those of a 
chicken and not 
made to grasp 
and carry prey. 
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swollen and distorted. Marks on the slender throat show 


In a dirty, forlorn shack by the river’s edge they found the mutilated body of Genevieve Martin. Her pretty face was 
ed that the girl had been brutally choked to death. Who had 


committed this ghastly crime? No one had seen the girl and her assailant enter the cottage. No one had seen the mur- 


derer depart. How could he be brought to justice? 
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1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 


Please send me full information on your course in 
Finger Print Identification and about Free Course in 
Secret Service Intelligence. I understand that there is no 
obligation of any sort, 


mineet Address saan are 


City and State______. RLM kay EAS O 


WILD SHRUB 
THAT 
PRODUCES 
COCAINE 


A traveller in 
Bolivia and Peru 
will come across 
a shrub growing 
wild which will 
remind him some- 
what of the Brit- 
ish blackthorn. It 
bears a cluster of 
smal! flowers with 
yellowish - white 
petals which are 
succeeded by red 
berries. The 
leaves are oval 
and about an inch 
in length, and 
when crushed 
have a faint tea- 
like odor. 

This is the coca 
plant. 

The leaves have 
for centuries been 
used by the na- 
tives as a masti- 
catory. When 
chewed they allay 
the desire for 
food and prevent 
a feeling of fa- 
tigue when trav- 
elling or during 
great exertion. 

Fifty years ago 
cocaine was prac- 
tically unknown. 
The dried leaves 
of the plant are 
the part used and 
these yield ap- 
proximately 5 per 
cent. of cocaine. 

From the 
eaves the cocaine 
is extracted in the 
form of crystals. 
But as these are 
soluble only in 
oils, alcohol, chlo- 
roform and some 
other vehicles, the 
cocaine is con- 
verted into a hy- 
drochloride, 
which is easily 
soluble in water. 
In this form it 
may be used as a 
powder for 
sprinkling on the 
parts to be ope- 
rated on or for 
sniffing into the 
nose, or as a solu- 
tion for injection 
under the skin. 


BASEBALL 
RVER 


Fits the hand, cannot b2 seen, 

with it you can throw Big Wide 
' curves. Roys, get this Base Ball 
curver and you can Fan ’Em as 
fast as they come to Bat. By mail 7 
10c, 3 for 2560 with catalog of noveities. 


UNIVERSAL DISTRIBUTORS, Dept, 871 Stamford Conn. 


et This F 


14 Kt., 


Beautiful 10 Jewel 
White Gold Filled Bracelet 
,Watch, adjusted, excellent 


yy time keepe guaranteed 25 
years. COSTS YOU NOTH- 
ING by our plan. Send us 
your name and address 
i quickly. Full details of our 
FRERE ATCH PLAN will be sent 
to you immediately. 

CRESCENT PRODUCTS COMPANY 
611-621 Broadway RK New York 


6 Songs, words and music; 25 Pic- 
tures Pretty Girls;40 Waysto Make 

» Money; 1 Joke Book; Í Book on 
Love; 1 Magic Book; 1 Book Letter 
Writi: ; 1 Dream Book and For- 
tune Teller; 1 Cook Book; 1 Base 
Ball Book, gives rules for games; 1 
Toy Maker Book; Language of 
Flowers; 1 Morse Telegraph Alpha- 
bet; 12 Chemical Experiments; 
Mas": Age Table; Great North Pole 
2 Game; 100 Conundrums; 3 Puzzles; 
12 Games; 80 Verses for Autograph Albums,‘ All 


the above by mail for 10 cts. and % cts. postage. 
ALES CO. Box 688 South Norwalk. Conn 


ROYALS 


RUSH your 
2ame and we 


will tell you 
H HOW you canis 
get this Indoor 


Athletic Outfit, |$ 
consisting of 
Punching Bag, 2|§ 
Pairs of Boxing |q 
Gloves, Indoor 
Baseball, AB- 
SO LUTEL Y| 
H FREE. Write at iğ 

fonce for Free 
Athletic Plan. 


HOME SUPPLY CO., Dept. 101 
131 Duane St., New York City. 


MECHANIC'S POCKET SECRETARY 25c 


Constructed ef finest steel. Just push 
the button and out comes the 
article you require. Worth 
$1.00. Postpaid 


25c 


Get 
One 


< Adjustable 
Pencil, pen, paper 
knife, ink eraser, pencil 
sharpener, nail file, and 
cleaner, mechanic’s marking 
To- & point, fine compass with screw 
day attachment, foot rule, 


Universal Co., Box 512 Stamford sc 


HOWTO MAKE LOVE 


(NEW BOOK) Tells how to Get 

Acquainted; How to Begin Courtship 

How to Court a Bashful Girl; to Woo a 

So Widow; to win an Heiress; how to catch 
A 


a Rich Bachelor; how to manage your 
beau tomake him poan tomake 

ur fellow or girl love you; what todo 
before and after the wedding’ Tells 
other things necessary for Lowers to 
know, Samp'**sopy by mall 10 conta. 
BOVAL BOOK COn Bos 913 Bo, Nornelb, Goum 


$5 to $15 Daily Easy — Introducing New 


Style Guaranteed Hosiery. Must wear or 
replaced free. No capital or experience re- 
quired. Just show samples, write orders. 
Your pay in advance. We deliver and col- 
lect. Elegant outfit furnished all colors and 
grades ineluding silks, wool and heathers. 


MAC-O-CHEE MILLS CO., Desk 11511 
Cincinnati, Ohio, 


iA TOMATIC 
YOURSELF 
WITH THIS 


Perhapsonly onceinalife- | 
time will burglars break in- § 
to your home, imagine the horrer of having your 
wife and children at the mercy of brutal thieves, 
absolutely helpless, 

Before this meppens to your family, order this depend- 
able AUTOMATIC today and be always fully protected. 
This wonderful automatic is an ideal weapon to carry in 
the pocket or keep around the house. It lies flat inipocket 
and HAS DOUBLE SAFETY which prevents accidental 
discharge. Comfortable checkered grip, perfectaim, beau- 
tiful blue steel finish rifled barrel. Holda seven shots and 
shoots the FAMOUS COLT AUTOMATIC CARTRIDGES. 
SEND NO MONEY Send us today your name, ad- 

z dress and mention number of 
Automatic you want. We ship by return mail. Pay post- 
man on arrival, our price, plus postage. 

No. 109,25 cal. seven shots blue steel 
price $22.50. Our price - - 
No. 509, 82cal. same as above, seven shots, 
blue steel. Regular price $25.00. Our price 

ene 
Military 
Model—Shoots 


10Shots Ss 


without reloading x us 
FREE Gani. 


‘No. 1009, $2 cal. This Military. 
$12 


model is slightly larger than 
the $11.00automatic. Bluesteel 
Regularly $25.00. Our price - - 


World Famous Automatic 


MAUSER 


* Powerfulandaccurate. Shoots 

10 shots, flat shaped, comfortable grip, 

fixed accurate sights, two safety devices, 
blue vo. 2009 

Scar $1550 


steel, 


Six shot, popular swing 

ouros kanickel or “bine 
.”” checkered grip. 

No. 2509, S2eal.- = = g | 900 

No. 3009,38 cal, $20.50 


Genuine 
Sena LUGE 
. 8509, 30 cal. Shoots 9 shots 
a Don’t pe fooled by automatics 
7 that look like a LUGER., Quantity pur- 
chases enable us to sell this GENUINE 
LUGER at this remarkably low price. Latest 
model, safety, device, automatic magazine 


ejector. Sells up to $ 00. Our $2850 


special price = =- -~ 
ALL BRAND NEW GOODS 


Don’t wait, Absolute satisfaction guaranteed after ex- 
amination or money back. Order this bargain today. Just 
send (written clearly) your name, address and the Num- 
ber of the Automatic you want. Send nocash. We ship 
by return mail. Pay postman on arrival our price, plus 
postage. Send for free catalog to Dept. C109. ~ 


GUARANTEE TRADING CO. 
| 54 Montgomery Street Jersey City, N. J. 


SECRET SERVICE 


—— LATEST ISSUES —- 
1208 The Bradys’ Lost Link; or, The Case That Was 
Never Finished. 


1209 and the “Prince of Pittsburg’; or, A Mystery 
of the Blast Furnace. 

1210 ** a the Silver Seal; or, The Strangest of AN 
lews. 

1211 * Tracking “Joe the Ferret”; or, the Worst Crook 
in the World. 

1212 “ and the Chinese Secret Society; or, After the 
Bana of Five. 

1213 “ and Mr. Midnight; or, The Mystery of the 
House of Mirrors. 

1214 “ After the ‘Frisco “Dips”; or, The Sharpest 
Crooks in the West. 

1215 “ and the Yeliow Boy; or, The Mystery of a 
Nighthawk Cab. 

1216 “ and the Queen of Pell Street; or, The Hidden 
Hut in Chinatown. 7 a 

1217 “ Gold Vault Clew; or, Who Killed Treasurer 
Black. 

1218 “ and the Factory Fiends; or, The Clew . Found 
in the Dark. 

1219 “ On a Death Ship; or, The Secret of the “Seven 
Sisters.” 

1220 `“ and Little Ah Chin; or, The Secret Dens of 
Chinatown. 

1221 “ Chasing a Convict; or, Betrayed by a Pho- 


tograph. 
and the Forged 
the Shades, 


1222 " Check; or, The Shadow on 


1223 “ After the Tattooed Man; or, Running Down a 
Crimson Clew. 

1224 “ Under Suspicion; or, Detective Work for a Poor 
Girl 

1225 “ and the Chinese Idol; or, The Clew Found in 
Pell Street. 

1226 “ and the Torn Shoe; or, Convicted by a Foot- 
print. 

1227 “ and the Death Cry; or, The Mystery of Red 
Cliff. 

1228 “ and Old Neverseen; or, The Man With the 
Green Glasses 

1229 “ Frozen Clew; or, Solving a Cold Storage 
Mystery. 

1230 “ and the Chinese Drug Dealer; or, The Four 
Mysterious Skulls. 

1283 --** After pe ES “Mr. B”; or, Traced by a 
Torn Letter, 

1232 “ and the Magic Ring; or, The Case of the 
Hindoo Conjurer. 

1233 “ and the Severed Hand; or, The Clew Found 
in the Sewer. 

1234 “ After “Silent Smith”; or,, Trailing a Dumb 
Crook. è 

1235 * and the Broken Bank Lock; or, Bold Business 
in Brooklyn. 

1236 “ After the Chinese A Fiends; or, The Secret 
Cellar on Mott Street. 

1237 “ and the Fatal Footprint; or, The Trail Which 
Led to Death. 

i288 “ and the Black Shadow; or, Lost in the Dismal 
Swamp. 

1239 “ $20,000 Case; or, The Detectives’ Fight for a 
Life. 

i240 “ and the Veiled Picture; or, Sentenced for Life 
to Silence, = E 

i241 “ and No, 775; or, The Messenger Boy Who Was 


Robbed. 
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any ad- 
dress on receipt of price, 7c. per copy, in money or pos- 
tage stamps, by 
HARRY E. WOLFF, 
166 West 23d Street, 


Publisher, Inc., 
New York City 


HOW TO 
SCENARIOS HOW TO em 


Price 85 Cents Per Copy 


This book contains all the most recent changes in the 
method of construction and submission of scenarios, 
Sixty Lessons, covering every phase of scenario writ- 
ing. For sale by all Newsdealers and Bookstores. 
If you cannot procure a copy, send us the price, 
i R5 cents, in money or postage stamps, and we will 
mail you one, postage free. Address 
L. SENARENS, 219 Seventh Avé,, New York, N.V. 


OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS 


Useful, Instructive and Amusing. They Contain 
Valuable Information on Almost Every Subject 


No. 1. NAPUOLEON’S ORACULUM AND ditzy 
BOUK.—Containing the great orace of human destas 
aiso the true meaning of almost any kind of dieauis, 
Scunther with chasms, ceremonies aud curious games of 
cards, ; 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of 
magic and card tricks, containing full instructions on 
all leading card tricks of the day, also the most popular 
magical illusions as periormed by our leading ma- 
gicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this book. 

No. 3, HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of 
flirtatior are fully explained by this little book. Be- 
sides the various methods of handkerchief, fan, glove, 
parasol, window and hat flirtation, it contains a full list 
of the language and sentiment of flowers. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE BOVE—A complete guide to 
love, courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, 
rules and etiquette to be observed, with many curious 
and interesting things not generally known. 

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illus- 
trated and containing full instructions for the manage- 
ment and training of tbe canary, mockingbird, bobolink, 
blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made 
easy. Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, 
blows and the different positions of a good boxer. Every 
boy should obtain one of these useful and instructive 
books, as it will teach you how to box without an in- 
structor. ~ 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most 
complete little book, containing full directions for writ- 
ing love-letters, and when to use them, giving specimen 
letters for young and old. 

No, 13. HOW TO DO IT; Or, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE, 
—It is a great life secret, and one that every young 
man desires to know all about. There's happiness in it. 

No, 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand- 
book for making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrupy; 
essences, ete. 

No, 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL. —Oune of 
the brightest and most_valuable little books ever given 
to the world. Everybody wishes to know how to be- 
come beautiful, both maleʻand female. The secret is 
simple and almost costless. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING 
PARTY.—A most complete compendium or gaives, Par 
card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable for par- 
lor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more 
for the money than any book published. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every 
boy should know how inventions originated. This book 
explains them all, giving examples in electricity, hy- 
draulics, magnetism, optics, pneumatics, mechanics, ete. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAV E.—Containing the rules 
and etiquette of good society and the easiest and most 
approved methods of appearing to good advantage at 
paruen, balls, the theeatre, church, and in the drawing- 
room, 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES. — A comple 
useful little book, containing the rules and PICHONS 
A Sania bagatelle, back-gammon, croquet, dominoes, 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—C - 
ing all the leading conundrums of the day, E 
riddles, curious catches and witty sayings. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Inciud- 
ing hints on how to catch moles, Weasels, otter, rats, 
squirrels and birds. Also how to cure skins. Copiously 


illustrated. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN’ 
JOKE BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the leet 
jokes used by the most famous end men. No amateur 
minstrels is complete without this wonderful little book. 

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP 
SPEAKER.—Containing a varied assortment of stump 
speeches, Negro, Dutch and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. 
Just the thing for home amusement and amateur shows. 

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL 
GUIDE AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very 
eat ryan = pee nev f should obtain this book, as it 
contains fu nstructions for organizing an ar 
minstrel troupe. amonia 


For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any 


address on receipt of price, 10c. per copy, in 
money or stamps, by 


HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc., 
166 West 23d Street, New York 


